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INTRODUCTION. 


UT one purpose prompts the author to 
write this little book: the hope and be- 
lief that it may be instrumental in giving 
encouragement to Christian soldiers to be 
more zealous in fighting the good fight of 
faith, and also in persuading some who are 
still walking in darkness to lay hold on eternal 
life by believing on the Lord Jesus. 
Wal aEN: 
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CHAPTER. TI: 


A Little Girl’s Promise to be a Christian.—Not a Bright 
Outlook.—Parents Who Knew Not the Saviour. 


« A ND now, Addie?”’ 
_ “Yes, grandma.” 

“Before you go promise me that when you 
reach the North you will go to church and be 
a Christian.” 

“With God’s help, dear grandma, I will try 
and be a follower of Jesus.” 

This promise was made by a nine-year-old 
girl at Norcross, Ga., in December, 1877, to 
Mrs. A. J. Tisdell, then a Roman Catholic, in 
which faith the granddaughter and her mother 
had been christened and instructed up to that 
time. 

Perhaps it may be well, to enable the reader 
better to understand the situation of affairs at 
the time this promise was made, to outline the 
history of the parents of the child. 
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The father—the author of this book—was a 
native of the State of New York, and in his boy- 
hood days had no religious instruction, did not 
attend church except on funeral occasions, and 
never made a practice of reading the Bible. I 
do recall that when I was about thirteen years 
of age two colored evangelists held revival serv- 
ices at a schoolhouse near my home, and, 
with other boys, I sat on the front bench and 
took deep interest in their strange testimo- 
nies and songs. Somehow the impression was 
made on my mind that “free salvation ” could 
only be enjoyed by black men in the cotton 
fields from which these colored exhorters had 
escaped, having previously been slaves in the 
South. 

When the rebellion of 1861-65 broke out I 
was attacked with the war fever, and after an 
unsuccessful attempt to go to the front with 
the Griswold Cavalry, from Troy, N. Y., I, 
with two other boys, ran away from home and 
enlisted at North Adams, Mass., and served 
till the end of the war in the First Massachu- 
setts Cavalry.* 





* Down in Dixie, by S, P. ALLEN. Boston, 1892. 
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The moral life of the young soldier (who 
first enlisted when only fourteen years and 
five months old) was not improved during the 
war, and habits of drinking and smoking from 
which I had been practically free before leav- 
ing home were fastened upon me. I re- 
turned, at the close of the rebellion in 1865, 
very much dissipated and with less inclination 
toward religious thoughts than ever before. 
All efforts of my family and friends to reclaim 
me were of no avail, and in July, 1866, after a 
“tramp ’’ through Virginia, Tennessee, and 
Georgia, I found myself penniless and hungry 
in the city of Augusta, in the latter State. 

Ascertaining that several companies of the 
regular army were stationed at Academy Bar- 
racks, in that city, I hastened to headquarters 
and again enlisted as a soldier in Company H, 
of the Sixteenth United States Infantry. I 
found the military discipline helpful in re- 
straining my vicious habits, and for a time I 
abstained entirely from the use of intoxicating 
drinks. I was promoted to corporal and ser- 
geant, and during my service of three years in 
that regiment I was much of the time on special 
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duty as sergeant major and clerk at post head- 
quarters. I was discharged with statements 
from my commander of excellent character 
and as being worthy of the highest confidence. 

Soon after my retirement from the army, 
and after a visit to the North, I was appointed 
deputy United States Marshal of the State of 
Georgia, and was also for a time connected 
with the revenue department. These positions 
brought me much among the ex-officers and 
soldiers of the Confederacy, as well as necessita- 
ting association with the planters and distillers. 

The friendly glass of old peach brandy, 
“’stilled fo’ de wah,” soon brought on the ap- 
petite for strong drink, and after a year or so I 
left the South for my native State. 

In the meantime I had married Miss Annie 
E. Hunt, daughter of Mrs. A. J. Tisdell, of Au- 
gusta. The latter’s second husband had been 
killed in the Confederate Army, in which her 
only son, Joseph A. Hunt—now (1894) an at- 
torney at law at Atlanta, and a local preacher of 
the Methodist Church—served during part of 
the struggle. Our only child, introduced at 
the opening of this chapter, was born while we 


A SUMMER REVIVAL. WA 


were residing at Augusta, and her mother being 
a Catholic, the little one was christened by a 
Catholic priest, who had also married her par- 
ents the previous year. 

My wife was not a regular attendant at the 
Catholic church after our marriage, and was 
much given to theater-going and the like, in 
which amusements I took great delight. Mat- 
ters did not mend with us any. I had employ- 
ment as a recorder in the Rensselaer County 
Clerk’s office in Troy, N.Y., and subsequently 
entered the office of E. Wooster & Son asa law 
student. I would gladly draw the veil over 
the next few years of my life. Sufficient is 
it to say that the old habits came back, over- 
powering me to an alarming extent, and one 
day in September, 1872, while suffering the 
mental and moral agonies following a debauch, 
I enlisted in the regular army again, left my 
devoted wife and little daughter, and when I 
fairly came to myself I was doing duty as a 
private in Company H of the Fifth United 
States Cavalry, at Camp McDowell, Arizona 
Territory—far away from home and loved ones 


—a broken-hearted and miserable man. 
2 


= aks) A SUMMER REVIVAL. 


I shall not attempt to describe the agony of 
soul that I endured when I realized how wicked 
I had come to be; but I felt that I was too far 
gone to be saved from the error of my ways. It 
was a terrible thought. Nowand then I prayed 
earnestly to God for power to overcome the 
appetite for rum, but it seemed useless, and I 
was easily tempted to drink. I was more or 
less dissipated during the five years I served in 
Apache land under Gen. Crook. 

Returning to the States in the fall of 1877, I 
rejoined my wife and daughter at Norcross, 
Ga., whence they had removed from Troy after 
I started for the West five years before. 

I found my wife a helpless invalid, and when 
we again left Norcross for the North the physi- 
cians doubted that she would live to reach New 
York. But they declared that the trip was 
the best chance to save her life, and she heroic- 
ally determined to make the venture. It was 
as we were carrying my wife to the depot, a 
short distance from the house, that Mrs. Tis- 
dell took our daughter Addie aside, and, after 
praying with her, secured the promise recorded 
in the opening words of this chapter. 
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CHAPTER II. 


Keeping the Promise.—Alone in a Strange City.—The 
Open Door of the Church.—A Christian Lady’s 
Welcome.—Looking for Jesus. 

HE journey from Norcross to Troy was one 
of anxiety and alarm for the life of my 
wife; but the Lord was gracious, and the little 
girl’s prayers prevailed. We reached Troy 

Saturday evening, and after the patient had 

been conveyed in a carriage to the residence 

of my brother-in-law, Fred. O. Green, she was 
put to bed, feeling considerably improved. 

We all had reason to rejoice that the journey 

was over, and there was ground for hope that 

she might recover. 

The next morning was the Sabbath, and 
bright and early Addie was up, declaring her 
purpose to go to church. 

“My child, your clothes are not ready, the 
trunks are not unpacked, and I am unable to 
dress you,” said the mother. 

No one encouraged the little girl to go, but 
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she persisted that she had ‘“‘ promised grand- 
ma,” and she did not intend to break that vow 
the first Sunday in Troy. Her Aunt Eva— 
Mrs. Green—assisted her in getting her dress 
out of the trunk, and by ten o’clock, as the 
church bells were ringing, she was prepared for 
the expedition. 

Thus alone, a stranger in a strange city, the 
child started out “looking for Jesus” and a 
sanctuary in which to worship Him who was 
displeased because his disciples would have 
rebuked those who brought little children unto 
Him, and said, ‘Suffer little children, and 
forbid them not, to come unto me: for of such 
is the kingdom of heaven.” 

The same Jehovah, who was the pillar of 
cloud by day and the pillar of fire by night to 
the children of Israel on their way from Egypt 
to the Promised Land, guided the footsteps of 
the child down the street to the center of the 
city, passing one or two churches of other de- 
nominations, and bringing her to the door of 
the State Street Methodist Church, not far 
from the City Hall. When she entered, the serv- 
ices had already begun, and the congregation 
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saw a strange little girl walking timidly up the 
aisle, glancing first on one side and then on 
the other for a vacant pew. She slipped intoa 
seat, and at the close of the service she was 
greeted by a sweet-faced lady, who kindly 
grasped her little hand and welcomed her to 
the house of the Lord. 

The lady asked the newcomer if she would 
come into the Sunday school, in which she, 
Mrs. Joseph Hillman, was superintendent of 
the primary department. The child consented, 
and was from that moment under the influence 
of a spiritual and noble-hearted Christian lady, 
whose interest in the little church waif resulted 
in her joining the Sunday school, and subse- 
quently in consecrating her life to the service 
of the Master. In after years—when I had re- 
ceived the forgiveness of my sins, and come to 
trust Jesus fully—I sometimes went over the 
route taken by Addie from Mr. Green’s resi- 
dence on Ida Hill to the State Street Church, 
praying and praising God every step of the 
way, because she had trod the way before me, 
as she had “ walked in the footsteps of the Sav- 
iour.” And how blessed were these occasions; 
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how full of peace and power, strengthening 
the poor pilgrim’s faith in the Gospel of the 
Lord Jesus Christ! 

In due time Addie was received on proba- 
tion in Trinity Methodist Episcopal Church, 
Ida Hill, because it was nearer her home than 
State Street Church. At first, her Catholic 
mother would not consent to her joining a 
Protestant society; but, in some way, the 
Holy Ghost overcame her scruples, and, after 
a year or so, our daughter was duly received 
in full connection. Rev. George Skene, pastor 
of the church, officiated. I was not present. 
I only went to church in my capacity of re- 
porter for the morning newspaper of which I 
was then city editor, having begun my news- 
paper career on the old Whzg, the ‘only morn- 
ing daily” in the city. 

At this time I had not heard in all my life a 
dozen sermons preached: in God’s house, and 
I seemed to have no concern about my soul’s 
salvation. I was willing to let my daughter 
join the church, but I was surprised that she 
could strive to enter in at the strait gate 
when her mother was a Catholic and her father 
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scarcely a believer in any kind of religion. 
Yet she was faithful and true to her promise, 
and exhibited Christian fortitude and courage 
rarely found in one so young. 

Addie attended all the means of grace— 
preaching services, class meetings, prayer meet- 
ings, love feasts, and the meetings of the young 
people’s union of which she was an active mem- 
ber—in all of which she evinced the deepest 
interest, and accounts of which she would re- 
late to her parents, pleading with them to 
“turn to the Lord and seek salvation.” But 
for a long time dense clouds hung over the 
home, and the heart of the faithful young 
Christian was saddened by the refusal of her 
parents to go to church or seek the kingdom of 
God. But her faith never wavered, and some- 
times, when she sang the songs of Zion, the 
heart of her father was- more deeply touched 
than he would permit her to know, so strong 
a hold did Satan have on his soul. Yet the 
seed was being sown that soon was to bear 
fruit. Once when she was singing that glori- 
ous hymn (No. 1 in the Methodist Hymnal) 
which contains this verse: 
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“ He breaks the power of canceled sin, 
He sets the prisoner free ; 
His blood can make the foulest clean ; 
His blood availed for me,” 


I was so much affected that I hastened from 
the room to avoid shouting a petition for mercy, 
for I was then convicted that I was a sinner, 
without hope in the world. 
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CHAPTER III. 


“Pray for my Father and Mother.’—Awakened at a 
Methodist Watch Meeting.—Signing the Francis 
Murphy Pledge.—Still Resisting the Spirit. 

T was customary at the Friday evening 

prayer meetings in Trinity Church—the 
custom ought to be universal—for the pastor 
to ask any who wished to be prayed for, or 
had friends they desired saved, to indicate 
such desire by raising the hand. And on 
every such occasion Addie would rise to her 
feet, so that she could be seen by the pastor, 
and with uplifted hand she would exclaim: 

“ Pray for my father and mother.” 

Sometimes this little girl was the only one 
to raise her hand in the congregation, but she 
declared that she believed God would answer 
her prayers if she “asked anything according 
to his will,’’ and she knew that it was God’s 
will that her father and mother should be con- 
verted. In due time God honored her faith, 
and gave her “the desire of her heart.” If 
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more consideration were given to these con- 
fessions of our need, and Christian people would 
more readily stand up—or raise their hands— 
for prayers for their unconverted friends, not 
so many would be sorrowing over the loss of 
their loved ones. We must bring them to 
Jesus in our arms of faith, and he will heal them 
as recorded by St. Mark in the second chapter 
of his gospel: 

~“ And when they could not come nigh unto 
him for the press, they uncovered the roof 
where he was: and when they had broken 
it up, they let down the bed wherein the sick 
of the palsy lay. 

‘““When Jesus saw their faith, he said unto 
the sick of the palsy, Son, thy sins be forgiven 
thee,” 

My wife was finally prevailed upon to go to 
church. She excused her attendance to her 
worldly friends by saying, “I want to hear 
Sister G 


woman residing on our street. Mrs. G—— 





shout.” This was a Christian 


was faithful in attending the means of grace, 
and expressed her joy in shouts of praise and 


on 


hearty “ Hallelujahs. 
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Mrs. Allen was awakened at a watch-meet- 
ing service, and for several days she suffered 
terribly, being under deep conviction of her 
sinful and lost condition. She continued to 
go to church, special meetings being then held, 
and one night the daughter’s prayer in her 
mother’s behalf was answered, and the latter 
presented herself at the altar as a seeker for 
pardon and peace. Her conversion was. clear 
and glorious, and she went down to her house 
justified by faith in the Lord Jesus Christ. 

I was then engaged on the morning paper, 
and did not reach home till nearly daylight. 
When I entered the house she was still awake 
and singing praises to God. She said: 

“T have found the Lord Jesus, my Saviour. 
‘Glory to God in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good will toward men!” 

From that time forward mother and daugh- 
ter prayed for the salvation of the father. 
How the good Lord bore with me! I would 
not kneel with them in family prayers nor go 
with them to church. The evil spirit seemed 
to control me completely. 

About 2 o’clock on the morning of St. Pat- 
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rick’s day, March 17, 1880, Hon. Lewis E. 
Griffith, a promising young lawyer of Troy and 
since district attorney and county judge, ac- 
companied by the late John C. Blair, a Mr. 
Burdick, and another temperance worker, en- 
tered the office of the Troy Morning Whig. 
Mr. Griffith, as spokesman of the party, stated 
that they had been holding a temperance 
meeting at Hoosick Falls and had just arrived 
on the “sleeper’’ from that village. I was 
then managing editor of the paper, and Mr. 
Griffith addressed me: 

“We would be pleased to have you insert a 
brief account of our meeting.” 

“What meeting?” 

““Temperance meeting at Hoosick Falls.”’ 

“No, sir; this paper will not publish notices 
of foreign missionary work when there is so 
much need of temperance effort at home.” 

“ Aha! I see,” exclaimed Mr. Griffith, with 
a significant wink at his companions; “you 
think it would be well to begin in Troy—in 
the Whig office, I take it.” 

‘“‘That’s the point.” 

There were present of the newspaper corps 
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three persons beside myself. After a few 
minutes’ debate, Mr. Griffith said: 

“Tf you fellows desire to be saved from 
rum, and will be honest in your efforts, you can 
do so by signing—and KEEPING—the pledge 
which we present to all who will take it in our 
meetings. Here are four blanks.” 

ped baht sign if the rest will,” I said. 

“We're agreed,” echoed the newspaper trio. 

“Noble boys!’’ shouted the lawyer. And 
the “Murphy” pledge was then and there signed 
by me with a hand shaking from the effects of 
the “spree” that we were having when the 
visitors arrived : 

“Comrade Allen,” said Mr. Griffith, as he 
grasped my hand, “I congratulate you; I 
know your family will rejoice, and if you keep’ 
this pledge you will be glad in eternity.” 

“God helping me,’ I replied, “I will faith- 
fully keep my obligation.” 

From that moment I date the beginning of 
my emancipation, and although I felt how 
weak and unworthy I was, yet those three 
words—“ GOD HELPING ME”’—seemed to ad- 
vance the hope that I might yet be free. 


‘aSpo[q JO o[lwusoey 
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But how the devil tempted me! He ap- 
pealed to my aching brain with suggestions 
like these: 

“Now, you'll be obliged to pray with your 
family!” 

“What an ass you'll make of yourself at 
banquets when you attend as a representative 
of the press and are invited to be social with 
your friends! ’”’ 

“And when you gather round the camp fire 
with the old comrades you can’t drink ‘from 
the same canteen !’” 

“ What’ll you do when the old rheumatism 
racks your frame and your joints swell?” 

“You can’t do it, my boy; you've tried it 
before, and the oftener you fail the less the 
folks think of you. Be a man and take a 
drink when you want it, like other men—you 
need not be a drunkard.” 

Full well I knew the power of this argu- 
ment—it touched me at my weakest point— 
but, thanks be to God, it flashed across my 
mind that the Lord was to be my helper, and 
although I had forfeited all claim upon his 
mercy, yet, he so loved me—as I had heard 
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my wife say in her prayers—“ that he gave his 
only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth 
in him should not perish, but have everlasting 
life.” 

I carried the pledge home and gave the card 
to my wife. She was pleased, but the devil 
whispered in my ear: 

“She knows you of old, and she knows that 
pledge isn’t worth the paper it’s written on— 
you can’t fool her.” 

My wife did not let me see any indication of 
her doubts, but encouraged me to stand true 
to my promise. Then she “took it to the 
Lord in prayer,’’ and mother and daughter 
clung to the cross with increased hope. And 
I also, quietly and alone-—for Satan still flat- 
tered my unworthy pride, and prevented me 
from joining in family worship—began to call 
on the Lord for grace to keep me from again 
falling into my old habits. 

And although I had reallyno serious thoughts 
of seeking salvation—except from rum—the 
united prayers of wife and daughter, and my 
own desire to be free, kept me from yielding 
to temptation. And from the date of signing 
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that pledge until the moment of this writing— 
“God helping me’”—it has been faithfully and 
sacredly kept. I wish I could say the same of 
the three companions who also signed the same 
pledge! 

About this time I was commissioned a 
lieutenant in the Fourth Battery, National 
Guard, stationed at Troy. Having been a 
soldier in the war of the rebellion and also in 
the regular cavalry in the Indian country, I 
was considerably interested in military affairs. 
The temptation to “drink a friendly glass of 
beer” in honor of my election was great ; but 
a short prayer to God for help at the critical 
moment enabled me to overcome. ‘“ Another 
victory in Jesus’s name,” as my good wife 
called it when I told her my experience. 

Isn’t it strange how Satan will hold one in 
his clutches on such occasions? I knew that 
it was the power of God that was keeping me 
from drink, and that the prayers of faith of 
those I loved dearest in the world were being 
answered. Yet, knowing all this, I was not 
willing to ‘‘ confess Christ before men,” because 
the wicked spirit declared that it would be 
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humiliating for ‘(a managing editor of the only 
morning daily, and a full-fledged lieutenant of 
artillery, in the service of the great Empire 
State,” to admit that God’s only Son had done 
anything worthy of my acknowledgment. 

July 4, 1881, the battery, in full regimentals, 
and with all the “ pomp of war,” paraded with 
the military and civic organizations of Cohoes, 
and the day’s program was to be rounded 
out at Rensselaer Park and Powers’s Grove 
with a picnic and dance. Of course I was to 
go—to show my new uniform. We were to 
parade dismounted, and it was a hot day. 

At the armory, before we left Troy, I had 
several invitations to refresh myself with a 
glass of lager. There was a saloon next 
door, and it was fashionable to imbibe. But 
something seemed to hold me up. One sol- 
dier had a.canteen of cider—sweet, he said, 
fresh from off the ice. I came near yielding; 
but I succeeded in getting away from the man 
with the canteen. 

During the march in Cohoes we halted once 
or twice to rest, and beer was offered freely 
from saloons to the troops. I tried several 


o 
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times to get a glass of water, but there was 
nothing but beer and rum. I struggled—for 
life it seemed to me then, and does yet—till I 
was nearly prostrated from the heat and thirst. 
I was completely exhausted at the end of the 
march. But I kept the pledge—‘‘ GOD HELP- 
ING ME.” 

That night when I returned home I told my 
companion how I had suffered, and then she 
informed me how she had prayed every now 
and then all day for me—something after this 
fashion : ; 

“Lord, thou knowest the failings of my 
husband—how the devil would have him and 
sift him as wheat. But thou, O Christ, hast 
died for him. Thou art able and willing to 
save him to the uttermost, and thine unworthy 
handmaid believes thou wilt do it; not be- 
cause he is my husband, but because it will be 
for the glory of God. Keep him this day, O 
Lord, from drinking intoxicating liquors. It 
will be hard for him to resist temptation with 
his military associations and the old appetite 
still within him. But we believe thou canst 
keep him. Thou hast said, ‘Ask in my name 
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and it shall be done.’ Dear Lord, merciful 
Father, we ask it in Christ’s name, and we ask 
with faith believing. Amen.” 

My wife said as we talked over the events 
of the day: 

“My dear, God has demonstrated his ability 
to keep you from rum, even on Independence 
Day in the midst of your comrades. I now 
thoroughly believe that you will never drink 
again—‘ God helping you’—but let me assure 
you that He who is able to save you from rum 
is abundantly able to save you from all un- 
righteousness.” 

‘*T don’t doubt it,” I replied. 

“Then why not give him your heart at 
once ?—why delay ?”’ 

And even then the tempter came in. 

‘“‘There’s time enough by and by; I mustn’t 
get too good all at once.” 

And I went out, slamming the door. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


“Nearer, My God, to Thee.”—A Penitent at the Altar.— 
A Glorious New Year.—Saved from the Appetite.— 
An Experience Not Taught in the Books. 

Spas the summer, fall, and early winter 
I made some “ religious progress.”” I got 
where I could ¢olerate grace at the table by my 
wife. Think of it, fathers of families! I, who 
declared that ‘I would not put a straw in the 
way of my wife and daughter’s service of their 
God,” refusing to kneel with them at prayers, 
and only consenting that a blessing might be 
asked at the table to avoid controversy! What 
a merciful God is ours! What wonderful pa- 
tience, to tolerate such iniquitous conduct on 

the part of those for whom Christ died! 
Through all eternity I shall praise God for 
the Methodist watch-night service! Hallelu- 
jah!—I must not wait till I get to the city of 
our God, but I must praise him here and now. 
As the time approached for holding the meet- 
ing, I was urged to attend. I was really seri- 
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ously troubled—under conviction—but I would 
not let anybody know it. Of course, I only 
desired to hear ‘the Methodists shout.”  Fi- 
nally, I consented to go. And on the last day 
of the year, about 10 o’clock P. M., I, for the 
first time in my life entered a Methodist Epis- 
copal church in a nonprofessional capacity. 

I had no thought that they could make any 
impression on me by their “ songs and shouts” 
—a newspaper man was above all such non- 
sense. 

I occupied a seat with my wife about the 
center of the church, and the more strongly to 
fortify me against any importunities on the part 
of the Methodist brethren, another newspaper 
man came in and sat in the same seat, between 
me and the aisle. 

“They can’t get up to me here,” was my 
thought. “They can never get by my friend 
there. 

The pastor, Rev. George Skene, preached 
about sin and its remedy. He outlined the 
life of a sinner, and all the time it seemed to 
me that he was giving my personal history. I 
felt sure that my wife had given him points on 
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my evil doings for the subject of his sermon. 
It was a true picture the preacher painted. It 
“hit me hard ””—I saw myself in the light of 
revelation, and I began to fear that God might 
strike me down in my sins. The fact that I 
was a sinner—utterly lost and doomed—was 
driven home to my heart. Then the atone- 
ment was spoken of by the minister, and then 
came the glad tidings of great joy, that ‘“‘ God 
so loved the world, that he gave his only be- 
gotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life.”’ 

Then the man of God exhorted sinners to 
come to Christ, and he sang: 

“Nearer, my God, to thee! 
Nearer to thee, 
E’en though it be a cross 
That raiseth me; 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee!”’ 

I felt that I must arise and go to the altar 
or die, so deeply convinced was I of my need 
of a Saviour. But, as I glanced toward the 
aisle, there sat my newspaper friend. 

“What will he think of me?” “How can 
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I face the boys in the office if I go toa Metho- 
dist altar?”’ and I sat as if glued to the seat. 
The minister continued: 
“ Though like a wanderer, 
The sun gone down, 
Darkness be over me, 
My rest a stone, 
Yet in my dreams I'd be 


Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee!” 


I never could tell how I got out of that pew, 
passing my newspaper friend, and others, and 
up to the altar. The first thing I heard was a 
“ Hallelujah!” from a good old saint who had 
long prayed for me, and then I realized that 
several were praying around the altar. I was 
unable to speak audibly, but from my heart 
went up the prayer, “God, be merciful to me, 
a sinner!” While still on our knees, the seek- 
ers and those about the altar sang: 

“Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that thy blood was shed for me, 
And that thou bidd’st me come to thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come! I come!” 

The blessed stanza seemed to help me won- 

derfully. Was it possible that I could come 
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just as I was—trusting in Jesus as my com- 
‘ plete Saviour? Yes, it seemed to be so; and 
then I could see why it was so, as another 
verse was sung: 
“Just as I am—thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve ; 


Because thy promise I believe, 
O Lamb of God, I come! I come!” 


The conscious pardon of my sins came sweetly 
into my soul, and, after we arose, I expressed 
my desire to be a true follower of Christ. The 
pastor, grasping my hand, exclaimed: 

“ Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou 
shalt be saved!” 

There were other seekers at the altar that 
night, but I was so much interested in my own 
“plea for pardon” that I could not observe 
what they did or said. As we started back to 
our seats after the altar service, I again saw 
that other newspaper man, and at once the 
devil whispered in my ear: 

“ Now, what will you do; after this exhibi- 
tion of yourself, how can you expect him to 
recognize you?” 

As I reached the pew, instead of laughing 
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at me, my friend grasped me by the hand, and 
said : 

“God bless you! you have done the noblest 
act of your life. I have been a member of the 
Baptist Church for five years, and I am glad 
to see you come out on the Lord’s side.” 

But, although I had been associated with 
him for a year or more, I never suspected that 
he was a Christian! He had never spoken to 
me about my soul! He was one of the four 
who signed the pledge in the Whzg office. 

January I, 1882, was the most glorious New 
Year’s Day I ever saw. It was my spiritual 
birthday, and, although I made slow progress 
in the Christian way, I felt that Jesus was 
abundantly able to keep me—if I would do my 
duty. 

But the class meeting came near upsetting 
me. I considered that if I attended church 
Sunday morning, and listened to the sermon, 
I was doing well for one who had been such 
an out-and-out sinner. Invitations by my class 
leader would always ‘rile’? me, and cause me 
to think along this line: 

“He wants me to go into the class room to 
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speak—I can get along without testifying. I 
can /ive a Christian life. I don’t believe that it 
is necessary to tell people that I’m a Christian!” 

Finally, my wife prevailed on me to attend 
the class, and when I once shook off the “ dumb 
devil,” I found more joy in testifying for Jesus 
than I had ever known before. 

One great burden that I carried for a year 
after I was received into the Church was the 
appetite for liquor that still clung to me, and 
which I determined to resist if it took my life. 
Many times I was tempted to take a drink, and 
the enemy of my soul proposed the following: 

‘Just take one drink, to show your compan- 
ions that you are a man—-that you are not a 
slave or a coward. You can drink or let it 
alone, as you please. Try it once, and you 
can then show what your will power will do.” 

These temptations began to annoy me ter- 
ribly. I prayed earnestly for grace to keep 
me steadfast, One day, while praying for de- 
liverance, I seemed to get new inspiration and 
faith that Christ could save me to the utter- 


most—even take away the appetite for rum. 
I said: 
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“Blessed Jesus, thou hast died for a poor 
sinner like me; that I might be saved from sin. 
If I sin in my heart—if I desire to sin—I am 
not saved. If I still crave liquor, I am not 
saved in the sense that I do not desire to sin. 
Lord, thou art a complete Saviour. I have 
thought that it. would be necessary to live the 
rest of my life with this appetite, as a punish- 
ment for my former sins; but that thou 
wouldst save me from drinking if I trusted 
thee. If this be thy will, Amen; but I will 
die rather than touch the accursed stuff. Thou 
hast promised to blot out my transgressions 
and remember them no more against me for- 
ever. I have put rum away forever. Dear 
Jesus, save me from this terrible appetite, and 
set thy servant free.”’ 

The answer came like a lightning flash to 
my soul: 

“T will; be thou clean!” 

Hallelujah! That was more than ten years 
ago, and, although I have had occasion to be 
often in the presence of those who drink, and 
have attended political and other banquets 
where the wine flowed freely and dissipation 
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was the rule, there has never come to me a 
temptation to taste liquor; but I have come to 
detest it in every shape—now hating the thing 
I once loved. 

About this time the young man who is now 
my son-in-law was attending Union College, 
and he heard my experience on being saved 
from the appetite for strong drink. He said: 

“The question was discussed in our class to- 
day, and the professor told us that once an ap- 
petite for liquor was seated in the human sys- 
tem it could never be eradicated; but, while it 
might be overcome for a little—the temptation 
to drink—the longing for alcoholic beverages 
would continue till death.” 

My reply to the young man was: 

“ With God all things are possible. I know 
that he has saved me, not only from yielding 
to temptation, but he has removed all appe- 
tite for rum, and caused me to hate it. There 
are some things God can do for poor sinners 
that are not taught in the college curricu- 
lums. Tell your professor, for me, that ‘the 
blood of Jesus Christ cleanses from @// sin.’”’ 
One of the official brethren, who had never 


A SUMMER REVIVAL. 47 


drank a glass of liquor in his life, and had from 
boyhood been a pillar in the house of God, 
said to me one day, as he held my hand in his: 

“Brother Allen, we are all rejoicing to see 
that you are able, by God’s help, to abstain 
from liquor. I know how you must be tried 
as you pass saloons and go in company where 
intoxicants are freely used. But the promise 
is that if you ‘endure to the end’ you shall be 
saved.” 

“My dear brother,” I replied, “I am glad to 
know of your interest in my reform. When I 
joined Trinity Methodist Episcopal Church I 
did so because I was told that if I would take 
up my cross and follow Jesus daily, he would 
be my Saviour. To-day he saves me from my 
sins, including the appetite for liquor, and I 
now hate the stuff more intensely than you do, 
who never knew, personally, its destructive 
power. To God be all the glory.” 

The brother’s thought of salvation seemed 
to be the keeping of one from committing sin- 
ful acts. I had found a Saviour who saved me 
not merely from the act, but even from the 
desire to drink. 
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CHAPTER V. 


Coming into the Light.—Another Victory in the Name 
of Christ.—No more Tobacco.—A Financial Exhibit. 
BEGAN to smoke when I entered the 
army, before I was fifteen years old. I 


’ 


smoked “navy plug” in old clay pipes, soft 
tobacco, any form of the weed that would 
burn. I smoked inveterately all through my 
military life, and continued the practice after I 
returned home. Then of all places to cultivate 
and develop the tobacco habit the newspaper 
office is in the lead. It seemed to me, when 
writing on “‘special’’ work late at night, that 
tobacco smoke stimulated the brain and the 
muscles of the arm to drive the pencil more 
rapidly along the pages. Many a time after 
throwing down my pencil, exhausted, I have 
been enabled to resume work again after light- 
ing a fresh cigar or a fresh pipe of hard to- 
bacco. Asa result of this extra effort, partial 
paralysis of the optic nerve and writer’s cramp, 
or pen paralysis, came on, much to my sorrow 
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and annoyance. There is no question in my 
mind to-day that tobacco “helped me” in the 
manner stated —if that was “ help.” 

After I had advanced some in the Christian 
way, my better half suggested that it would 
be more agreeable to the ladies in the next 
pew to ours if I could do something to “fumi. 
gate’”’ my clothes from the strong smell of 
tobacco when I came to church. And didn’t 
I rave! The idea that anybody could take 
offense at the smell of tobacco—no cheap 
stuff, but cigars that cost ten cents straight, 
and the best plug tobacco in the market. And 
moreover, hadn’t I fought under the flag from 
the Wilderness to Appomattox that this coun- 
try might be free—men could smoke if they 
wanted to! 

“ Our friends are too particular,” I said; “I 
can stay at home if my presence is not desir- 
able at church.” 

“No, no, my dear; but some day you may 
see that it is not just the proper thing for a 
Christian to go to church with his clothing 
reeking with the fumes of tobacco. God de- 
sires to gain such a victory that we shall come 

4 
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out without the smell of smoke on our gar- 
ments.” . 

“If the Holy Spirit ever shows me that it is 
a sin to smoke, I'll stop it at once.” 

“Well, let us pray that God will lead you 
into the light.” 

“Amen!” 

Our prayers were answered the next day. 
There was a cigar store on the ground floor of 
the Troy Zimes building, and our “local room”’ 
was directly above the store. I frequently 
“ran little bills’’ with the proprietor, often 
buying from a half dozen to a dozen cigars a 
day with “a quarter’s worth” extra to take 
home at night. During the afternoon the 
cigar dealer came up into the local office and 
said : 

“Mr. Allen, I never dun a good customer; 
but I am pressed for money to-day. I lack 
cash to pay my rent to the Z7mes folks, and if 
you can let me have the amount of your little 
bill I can get along without borrowing outside.” 

“ Certainly ; how much is it?” 

‘“Let’s see? you paid me $10 July 1. This 
is August 1o—it’s been running a month and 
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ten days; the total is $14.25. I lack just $14 
to pay my rent.” ; 

I went down to the cashier’s office, drew my 
salary for the week, and paid the cigar man 
his “little bill,” receiving seventy-five cents in 
change for a $10 bill and a $s bill. After I 
had paid my grocery bill and other outstand- 
ing items of the week I had nothing left. 

Then it occurred to me that my own house 
rent was due—$11 for one month. But I had 
no money to pay it. I could not pass that 
receipted cigar bill on my landlord, and I must 
ask him to wait another week at least for his © 
money. Suddenly I said to myself: 

“If I should die before next Saturday and 
Mr. Stillman should not get his rent, would I 
not have been guilty of cheating him out of 
his honest dues by burning $14.25 worth of 
incense to false gods? My wife is right. /¢ 
7s a sin to smoke, and the Holy Spirit has _re- 
vealed it to me,even me! I am done with 
tobacco now, henceforth and forever—God 
helping me.” 

' That evening after tea I sat, as was my 
custom, on the front steps a while, but I did not 
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have my pipe or cigar. It was my daughter’s 
birthday, and Addie and her mother were better 
pleased when I declared my purpose never to 
touch tobacco again than they were over the 
birthday presents. received by the little one 
whose prayers had been honored in the salva- 
tion of her parents. And they were not a whit 
better pleased than the “old soldier” who had 
that day been set free from a loathsome habit. 

But ah, that appetite! It was more 
strongly fastened, if possible, than had been 
the thirst for rum. For six weeks it seemed 
that I should go mad. When I attempted to 
write at night I found it almost impossible to 
center my thoughts on the subject to be writ- 
ten up, and many times I was compelled to 
put the work away till morning. I never could 
understand why it was that I did not remember 
and profit by my former experience when God, 
for Christ’s sake, took the whisky appetite 
away from me. I wasafraid I should die. My 
entire nervous system was unstrung, and I was 
strongly tempted to take to rum again to 
“brace up” my nerves so that I could resist 
the temptation to smoke. _ 
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While I was undergoing this torture I was 
now and then comforted and my nerves quieted 
a little, by inhaling the tobacco smoke at 
police headquarters and offices where I called 
for items as a reporter. I thus got my 
smoke “ second hand,” and it seemed to satisfy 
the longing to some extent, till the conviction 
came to my heart that I was “smoking under 
false pretenses.’ I would have died before I 
would have put a cigar or pipe in my mouth; 
but it took longer to get me out of the smoke 
than it did to get the smoke out of me. As 
has been said of the children of Israel, ‘“ It took 
longer to get Egypt out of them than it did to 
get them out of Egypt into the land of Canaan.” 

Then it came to me: “This is not salva- 
tion; it is simply a contest of will power 
against habit. My desire is to be free from 
the appetite for tobacco. God has saved me 
from the appetite for liquor, and he is just as 
able and willing to save me from all other evil 
appetites. Surely he can, he does save me!”’ 


“ ’Tis the promise of God, full salvation to give, 
Unto him who on Jesus, his Son, will believe. 
Hallelujah! ’tis done! I believe on the Son; 
I’m saved by the blood of the crucified One.” 


54 A SUMMER REVIVAL. 


How precious and ‘comforting were these 
words as they came ringing through my mind. 
And to God’s glory be it said the appetite for 
tobacco left me instantly. To-day the odor of 
it is as distasteful to meas to any other person 
on earth. I believe rum and tobacco to be 
the two most powerful weapons wielded by 
Satan in his war against righteousness upon 
the earth. I do not expect that a majority of 
people will agree with me on the point of 
classing tobacco with rum. It is not so many 
years ago that my own conscience (?) justified 
me in the use of both, and had anyone pre- 
dicted my total abstinence from either in this 
life I should have at once looked upon him as 
a false prophet, but 

“Jesus is mighty to save, 
And ad his salvation may know ; 
On his bosom I lean, 


And his blood makes me clean, 
For his blood washes whiter than snow.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 


A Red-headed Temper Overcome.—Apologizing to a 
Wooden Door.—“Aught Against Thee.” —Walking 
in the Light. | 
LL my life I had been quick-tempered, and 
my army experiences had not improved 

me any on this line. ‘ Your temper is as fiery 
as your hair” was a saying that my friends ap- 
plied to me. But after I began to get ‘“‘ sweet- 
ened up” by the Holy Ghost I came gradually 
to overcome it. I could, except on extraordi- 
nary occasions, govern my temper so that there 
were but few violent outbreaks. Still, I con- 
tinued to pray for a “clean heart” and free- 
dom from unrighteous thoughts. 

One Sunday morning, on my way to the nine 
o’clock prayer meeting—a most blessed means 
of grace, kept up to this day by the Trinity 
Church brethren (may it never go down!)— 
I felt unusually happy. I did feel in a great 
measure that God was preciously close to me, 
even at the door of my heart, knocking for ad- 
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mission to take full possession. Several times 
I quoted the promise, “ Blessed are they which 
do hunger and thirst after righteousness ’”’— 
how blessed it was to me! “1 do hunger and 
thirst after righteousness!” I exclaimed, and 
then came to my soul in a wonderful flood of 
divine grace the rest of the promise, “for they 
shall be filled.” ‘ Hallelujah!” I shouted, as I 
hastened toward the church. ‘ Why didn’t I 
see it before? It all rests on the authority of 
God’s word. If I hunger and thirst for it—and 
I do most surely, then God has declared that 
I shall be full of righteousness, and that ex- 
cludes everything else from my heart—even 
my red-headed temper. Glory to God —’tis 
done!” 

When I went in, Brother Charles W. Hulbert, 
one of God’s sainted leaders, and one whose 
zeal in sustaining the Sunday morning prayer 
meeting greatly encouraged the younger sol- 
diers of the cross, called on me to lead in prayer. 
Brother Hulbert was noted for his hearty 
“Amens,” but on that occasion they came with 
added power and grace, and all in the room 
felt the divine presence in a wonderful degree. 
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Our pastor, Rev. John W. Bennett, came in 
while I was praying, and in his testimony fol- 
lowing our season of prayer he said: 

“Brother Allen touched Jesus in his prayer, 
and the influence of that touch went from heart 
to heart. I felt it—we all felt it. Blessed be 
God!” 

To me it was a glorious experience. I rose 
from my knees completely satisfied that God 
had acknowledged me as his child, and also 
that he would keep me from outbursts of tem- 
per thereafter. I had found salvation from sin, 
it seemed to me. 

To overcome “the world, the flesh, and 
the devil” requires more grace than we can 
drink in on one occasion; but continued grace 
is promised, a daily allowance for every day. 
The very next day I was sorely tried by some- 
thing that took place in the office, and, before 
I was aware of it, I allowed the temper to rise 
up in indignant protest. But I said nothing, 
and no one knew of the terrible struggle that 
was raging within. I did not reply to the per- 
son who had caused my excitement, but as I 
was going out of the office my heart fired up, 
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and I slammed the door so violently that a 
piece of the plastering fell from the wall. There 
was a strong draught in the hallway, and the 
door often closed with a bang, so I do not sup- 
pose that any of those in the office suspected 
the real cause of the noise. 

But I knew all about it. “ Yes, and so does 
the Lord,” I thought, as I started down the 
stairs. 

““ Nobody in the office knows it,’’ whispered 
the tempter; ‘“‘so what can you do about it? 
You certainly cannot apologize to a wooden 
door!” 

“That’s just what I can and will do,” I re- 
torted; and I walked back into the office, sat 
down at my desk for a moment, and then went 
out again, closing that door as softly as possi- 
ble. And I received a blessing that caused 
my heart to rejoice for many a day. I found 
the truth of the promise given in James iv, 
10: “Humble yourselves in the sight of the 
Lord, and he shall lift you up.” It was a 
blessed experience to me. 

Not long after this incident a bank cashier, 
who had been my friend from boyhood, took 
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offense at me. The trouble grew out of his 
mistaken notion that I was responsible for the 
publication in our paper of an item relating 
to an attempted swindle of the bank by a 
sharper, who was arrested in a neighboring 
village. I had no responsibility in the mat- 
ter, for the city editor had received the in- 
formation from another correspondent. The 
cashier had given me enough of the facts in 
confidence to have written the item; but when 
I attempted to explain to him that I had not 
betrayed his confidence he insisted to the 
contrary, and declared that we were no longer 
friends. 

What could I.do? He would not accept 
my explanation. I had not wronged him in 
the least, and, of course, I had nothing to do 
Dit to “tet it stand, as;he put it, The next 
communion Sunday in our church was soon 
due, and all the time this passage of Scripture 
kept running through my mind: 

“ Therefore if thou bring thy gift to the altar, 
and there rememberest that thy brother hath 
aught against thee; leave there thy gift before 
the altar, and go thy way; first be reconciled 
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to thy brother, and then come and offer thy 
gift.” 

But I had no ill-feeling in my heart against 
the man—not even condemning him for not 
accepting my explanation or making an effort 
to ascertain the truth. How could I be recon- 
ciled to him? I had naught against him! 

“Thy brother hath aught agaist thee!” 
The words would not down. 

I was in an office adjoining the bank where 
my old friend was cashier, one day, and again 
came the words, “Thy brother hath aught 
against thee!” 

I was convinced of the real meaning of the 
admonition, and mentally vowed if I could 
meet the cashier alone I would be reconciled 
to him, some way, no matter how humiliating. 
The opportunity was not delayed; as I stepped 
out of the office I came face to face with the 
cashier, alone, on the sidewalk. 

I grasped his hand, and said: “I ask your 
forgiveness.” 

“What for?” said he. “I thought you had 
done nothing to injure or offend me?”’ 

“T have not, to my knowledge.” 
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“Then why ask my forgiveness?”’ 

“ Because you ¢hink you have aught against 
me; therefore, I ask you to forgive me.” 

“Well, of course, if you put it on that 
ground, I must forgive you.” 

“Praise the Lord!” I shouted. 

We were subsequently good friends, and he 
no longer had aught against me. I was won- 
derfully helped by the experience, and I grasped 
more fully than ever before the meaning of the 
Master’s golden rule: 

‘Therefore all things whatsoever ye would 
that men should do to you, do ye even so to 
them; for this is the law and the prophets.” 
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CHAPTER VIL. 


How a Pecuniary Sacrifice was Rewarded.—A_ Nickel- 
plated “Andes” Range for an Old Secondhand Cook- 
stove.—A Bank President’s Kindness. 


“TRUST in the Lord, and do good; so shalt 
thou dwell in the land, and verily thou 
shalt be fed.” 

My wife often quoted this promise to me 
when we were considering the question of how 
much we could contribute to the expenses of the 
church and to the benevolences. For a time 
I always discounted the amount she named, 
and argued that we were too poor to give as 
much as she seemed to think we could spare. 
But she usually won—because she was on the 
Lord’s side. 

One day she came home from a meeting and 
said: ‘The trustees are trying to lift the debt 
on the church for rebuilding, and the soliciting 
committee asked me what we would give. I 
told them I would consult you about it.” 

“Where can we get the money? I don't 
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see how we can do any more for the church 
this year.” 

“We've got $20 in the house.” 

‘““Yes; but we have saved it up to buy you 
a cookstove.” 

So we had. The old secondhand stove that 
we had used several years was almost a total 
wreck. It smoked; the grate was broken, and 
it was a “back-aching ” experience to cook 
with it. My wife had often said that if we 
did not get a new stove soon she must “ give 
up trying to cook.” 

“T know we need a new stove,” she said, 
“but God’s cause needs money. I’m willing 
to cook another year on the old stove if we can 
thus help along the good work.” 

“Well,” said I, “if you are willing to make 
the sacrifice, all right. I can stand it if you 
can.” 

The money, $20—two shares at $10a share 
—was handed over to the trustees, and wife 
continued to cook on the old stove. 

“Tt don’t seem to smoke as much as it did,” 
she remarked, ‘and the wires I have put across 


the grate seem to keep it together.” 
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Not long after we gave our $20 to the 
church, I was walking down River Street. As 
I was passing the foundry of Phillips & Clark, 
George H. Phillips, the senior member of the 
firm, called to me to come into his office. Mr. 
Phillips was comparatively a stranger to me, 
and I had only talked with him, as a repre- 
sentative of the Zzmes, on the occasion of a 
strike in the stove foundries of Troy. 

“Come in and look at some new stoves we 
have just made,” he said, and we entered the 
large exhibition room adjoining the office. 

There was a splendid assortment of cooking ~ 
ranges and all kinds of stoves. 

‘“Tsn’t that a beauty?” he exclaimed, point- 
ing toa new “ Andes” range, the price of which 
was $45. It was nickel-plated; finely finished. 

“Yes, that is a beauty,” I replied. 

“ How do you think your wife would like it?” 

“She would be delighted with it, of course, 
but we cannot buy a stove at present. When 
we do purchase we will come and see you.” 

“Shall you need one soon, do you think?” 

““O yes, we need it now; but wife says we 
can get along for a time yet.” 
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“ What is your street and number?” 

“ No. 50 Thirteenth Street, Ida Hill.” 

“Well,” continued Mr. Phillips, “I’m going 
to send you that ‘Andes’ range, and it shall not 
cost you a cent!” 

And he did it! 

He knew nothing about the money given to 
the church. He did not know about our old 
secondhand stove; in fact, he knew nothing 
whatever about our affairs. When the range 
was taken to the house that afternoon, before 
my return home, my wife at first refused to 
let the men put it in, because she thought 
there was a mistake; but they showed her the 
directions as written by Mr. Phillips, “S. P. 
Allen, 50 Thirteenth Street,” and she allowed 
them to set it up in the kitchen and take out 
the broken pieces of iron which made up the 
old stove. The new range was finely equipped, 
with a zinc board to stand on. 

When I came home we compared notes. 
She asked why I had bought such an expensive 
stove when a much cheaper one would have 
done us good service. 

“‘T didn’t buy it,” I answered. 

5 
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‘Well, who did, then ?”’ 

I told her the circumstances connected with 
the sending of the range by Mr. Phillips, and 
then we both exclaimed with one accord: 


“ Praise God, from whom all blessings flow; 
Praise him, all creatures here below; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost !” 

“ Amen, Amen!” 


Some of our neighbors said, “It just sap- 
pened that way.” But it never happened after 
that fashion before. It has since, though, for 
it was a lesson to us that will not be forgotten 
in this life. I believe that God put it into the 
heart of Mr. Phillips to give us that range, be- 
cause we had given our mite to help on the cause 
of Christ. It was right along the scriptural 
account of his dealings with those who gave 
their all in ancient days. The ravens fed 
Elijah. After the widow of Zarephath had 
baked her last meal into a little cake for the 
prophet, the barrel of meal did not waste, 
neither did the cruse of oil fail during the 
famine, and, moreover, this was not her only 
reward, for God subsequently restored to life 
her dead son in answer to Elijah’s prayer. 
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I am not advising that when one gives $20 
to the church he may expect $45 in return. 
That would be a selfish and uncharitable 
motive. It would remove every thought of 
personal sacrifice. It would be usury with guar- 
anteed returns, instead of a voluntary offering. 
No, no! But this I do believe, that it is safe 
to trust God to take care of us if we make 
sacrifice for his cause—I mean, give cheerfully, 
with no expectation of financial reward, and 
give in such measure that we feel it. There 
have been several occasions when the Lord 
has rewarded us along these lines, but in each 
case the giving cost us something, and the gift 
was made without expectation of special re- 
ward. 

One other instance may be noted. At the 
time of our daughter’s marriage I had intended 
that my present should include $25 in cash. 
But when we came to “figure up” and settle 
our bills, I saw that I could not carry out my 
plan without borrowing the money. We had 
given liberally, some time before, to the fund 
for remodeling the parsonage, and I found that 
I should not have the $25. I had not told 


68 A SUMMER REVIVAL. 


anyone about it, and was pretty well reconciled 
to the situation. The day before the wedding 
I went into the Mutual National Bank, as was 
my daily custom, to inquire if there was “ any- 
thing new.” As I was about to leave, Hon. 
William Kemp, ex-mayor of the city of Troy 
and president of the bank, said: 

“Mr, Allen, come into the private office a 
minute!” 

I followed him in, and he turned to me and 
said: 

“Tam told your daughter is to be married 
to-morrow—I did not know you hada daughter 
and I do not know anything about your finances. 
But it seemed to me that perhaps you might 
not. be able to do all you desired for her, and 
that maybe you would allow me to help you 
a bit. I know about how these things go. 
Here is a little present which you may give 
her, if you like, not as coming from me, but as 
your own gift.” 

He handed me five brand-new $5 bills, which 
he had just signed as president of the Mutual 
National Bank. As the guests viewed the 
bride’s presents on the wedding day, they 
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could not fully appreciate the significance of the 
Scripture text written on a card to which were 
pinned the crisp new bills: “Trust in the Lord, 
and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the land, 
and verily thou shalt be fed.” 

It never happened that way before I delighted 
myself in the Lord. I had desired to make 
just that present; but was reconciled to the 
fact that I must deny myself the pleasure, at 
least for a time, so I was delighted that it was 
as well with us as it was, and the giver of every 
good and perfect gift fulfilled the promise: 
“Delight thyself also in the Lord; and he 
shall give thee the desires of thine heart.” 

These providential blessings have given me 
to know that 

“My Father is rich in houses and lands, 

He holdeth the wealth of the world in his hands ; 
Of rubies and diamonds, of silver and gold, 
His coffers are full, he has riches untold. 


I’m a child of the King, a child of the King ; 
With Jesus, my Saviour, I’m a child of the King.” 
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CHAPTER. VIII. 


In the Deep Waters.—Spoken to Out of the Word.—To 
Live to Declare the Works of the Lord. 
N the summer of 1886 my wife and daugh- 
ter visited their relatives in Georgia, and 
I received almost daily letters from them, tell- 
ing of the good time they were having. One 
evening I had gone home after reading a letter 
stating that they were both unusually happy 
and well. I was reading the Bible then, in 
regular course—a chapter every evening—and 
in my regular reading of the thirty-second 
chapter of Deuteronomy I came to the fourth 
verse: “He is the Rock, his work is perfect: 
for all his ways are judgment: a God of truth 
and without iniquity, just and right is he.” 
As I read this verse the door bell rang, and a 
telegraph messenger boy handed me the fol- 
lowing dispatch: 
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“ BARNESVILLE, GA., August 2, 1886. 
«S, P. ALLEN, Z2mes Office, Troy, N. Y. 
“ Addie was taken suddenly very ill Friday 
night. Is but little better now. Come, if you 
think best. ANNIE ALLEN.” 


It was 9:20 o'clock at night. What could I 
do? They were hundreds of miles away, and 
my darling might die even before I could 
reach Georgia. I hastened to the residence 
of my sister, Mrs. F. O. Green, and we all 
prayed that God would spare our loved one, 
if it were his will. Then I proceeded to the 
telegraph office and sent a dispatch, asking 
for an answer as to Addie’s condition. Then 
I went home and resumed the reading of 
God’s word. I turned to the one hundred and 
forty-fifth Psaim and was comforted by these 
passages: 

“The Lord is good to all: and his tender 
mercies are over all his works.” 

“The Lord is nigh unto all them that 
call upon him, to all that call upon him in 
truth.” 

“He will fulfill the desire of them that fear 
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him: he also will hear their cry, and will save 
them.” 

“Yes,” said I, “he is my ROCK, and I will 
trust him.” There came to my anxious heart 
the peace that passeth knowledge, and I was 
fully prepared for the answer which I received 
at IO A. M. the next morning: 


“ BARNESVILLE, GA., August 3, 1886. 
“S. P. ALLEN, Times Office, Troy, N.Y. 
“Addie is much better. Out of danger. 
“ANNIE ALLEN.” 


I opened the Holy Book and read therein 
from the one hundred and sixteenth Psalm 
the comforting and blessed words: 

“TI love the Lord, because he hath heard 
my voice and my supplications. Because he 
hath inclined his ear unto me, therefore will I 
call upon him as long as I live.” 

Should I fail under such circumstances to 
give God the glory for answering my prayers? 
If so, why do we pray? The Bible assures us 
that we have a prayer-hearing and a prayer- 
answering God, and when we ask for divine 
aid and blessing, with the proviso “zf zt be 


A SUMMER REVIVAL. 73 


thy will,”’ we may expect that the prayer will 
be heard and answered according to God’s 
will. Different, indeed, is the thought of an 
arbitrary demand upon the Almighty to grant 
a petition in behalf of our loved ones. We 
must not forget that God loves them with an 
infinite love, and he is pleased to answer 
prayer in their behalf if it be for their good 
and his glory. 

My wife returned from the South to take 
her bed for many long months from a serious 
affliction. We had several councils of physi- 
cians during her illness, and her chances of 
recovery were considered doubtful. But the 
Lord did not forsake us. I worked hard 
every day and then nursed my wife at night, 
medicine being given every hour. ‘ My grace 
shall be sufficient for thee,’ kept me up, and 
we had “seasons of refreshing from the pres- 
ence of the Lord.” At one time my wife was 
in bed in one room, my daughter, sick from 
diphtheria, in another, and my mother, who 
had come to our assistance, was also taken ill; 
and I had my hands full to look after them 


during the night. 
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When my wife’s illness was at the critical 
point she had sinking spells often, when her 
heart almost ceased to beat and her pulse 
could scarcely be detected. Her body would 
become cold and her eyes glassy. From these 
spells we aroused her by vigorously rubbing 
her limbs and body with flannel saturated with 
hot vinegar or alcohol. 

One night about midnight she began to sink, 
and I hastened to bring the restoratives. 

“ Never mind,” she said, faintly. “Get the 
Bible. I need that more now than anything 
elsé.” 

I complied with her request, for it seemed 
to me she was almost gone. 

““Open and read,” she added. 

I opened to the one hundred and eighteenth 
Psalm, beginning:. ‘‘O give thanks unto the 
Lord ; for he is good: because his mercy en- 
dureth forever.” 

I read on till I came to the sixteenth verse, 
and continued to and including the eighteenth: 

“The right hand of the Lord is exalted: 
the right hand of the Lord doeth valiantly. I 
shall not die, but live, and declare the works 
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of the Lord. The Lord hath chastened me 
sore: but he hath not given me over unto 
death.” 

“That will do,” said the invalid. “That 
promise is forme. God is good, and his mercy 
endureth forever. Let us pray.” 

And from that moment she began to im- 
prove. We had not asked God to raise her 
up—we had prayed, “‘ Thy will be done,” as 
we scarcely had hoped for her recovery. And 
when, a few years later, we started out hand in 
hand to tell the old, old story of Jesus and 
his love in the Adirondack wilderness, and 
she was able to go from cabin to cabin with 
her husband and help him in prayer and ex- 
hortation in winning souls to Christ, we cheer- 
fully took up our cross, because we remem- 
bered that when the death angel was waiting 
at her bedside the glad tidings had come, on 
the authority of God’s word, “I shall not die, 
but live, and declare the works of the Lord.” 

Soon we were able to attend public worship 
again as a family, and our hearts were full of 
praises to Him who had saved us and washed 


us in his precious blood. 
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I hear some one say, “‘ That was faith cure.” 
Yes, it was; but the faith was that God would 
raise her up to declare his works, not for our 
own pleasure and profit. God had a purpose 
in it—it was his will to relieve her from her 
distress ; not that his grace was not sufficient 
in the hours of pain and suffering. She had 
ceased to pray for life if it were not the Father's 
will, as for some time her prayer had been for 
a pure heart: 


“A heart in every thought renewed, 
And full of love divine ; 
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, 
A copy, Lord, of thine.” 


God answered that prayer, and ¢hen raised 
her up that she might declare what he had 
done for her. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


Glad Tidings of Great Joy—Father and Mother Brought 
to Jesus.—Good News from “ Dixie.” 


¥ HEREUNTO shall I liken the king- 

dom of God? It is like leaven, which 
a woman took and hid in three measures of 
meal, till the whole was leavened” (Luke xiii, 
20, 21); 

Our mother, Mrs. Alexander S. Allen, of 
Berlin, came to visit us at Troy not long after 
Rev. P. L. Dow began his pastorate at Trinity 
Church. She had never made a profession of 
religion, nor had father. I was greatly im- 
pressed with the necessity of mother’s conver- 
sion, and we prayed specially along that line. 
I knew if she could hear one of Brother Dow’s 
evening sermons— full of kindly admonition 
and exhortation, as they always were — she 
would doubtless yield herself to be saved; but 
we could not get her out to church. “That 
side-ache’’ came on every Sabbath. It was 
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my custom after Sunday school to sleep an 
hour between four o'clock and the time for 
holding the young people’s meeting. The sec- 
ond Sunday after mother came she was stop- 
ping with sister Eva on South Street, two 
blocks away. Before I went to the 9g o'clock 
A. M. prayer meeting I called over there, and 
asked mother to go to church. 

“T should like to go, but my side is very bad 
this morning; I couldn’t stand it to sit an 
hour in church.” 

I prayed all the morning, and a good share 
of the time till after Sunday school, that God 
would help mother to get out tochurch. Then 
I went home to take my nap. But I could not 
sleep. I meditated on the situation. Some- 
thing seemed to urge me: « Arise, go to your 
_ mother, and plead with her again.’’ Then an- 
other suggestion came: ‘ What’s the use? you 
have invited her once already. Do you wish 
to annoy her continually? You have worked 
hard for the Master all day, and there are yet 
two more services. If the Lord wants your 
mother saved, he can answer your prayer right 
here as well as for you to get up and go over 
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on South Street. Your importunities may 
make her angry.” 

I sprang out of bed, praying that the Holy 
Spirit would guide me, and, before the devil 
could put in any more of his persuasive argu- 
ments, I was dressed and out on the street. I 
hastened to my sister’s residence. 

“ Mother, I’ve come for you to go to church 
with me this evening.” 

“But, my son, my side pains me terribly; 
and I know it will be worse if I walk to church, 
and sit there during the service.” 

“T will guarantee that you will forget all 
about your side-ache if you go with me. If it 
does bother you so you can’t stand it in church, 
I'll come home with you.” 

“ Try it, ma,” said sister Eva. 

“Well, I will try it; but I am satisfied I 
can’t stand it.” 

“Glory to God!” my heart responded. I 
knew the victory would be ours. 

Then I went home and prayed that mother 
might be converted—not next week, nor after 
a while, but “this evening, before she leaves 
the house of God.” 
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She walked to the church without fatigue. 
Brother Dow preached a remarkably pathetic 
sermon, filled with the spirit of love to God. 
I knew mother’s heart was touched. The tears 
stood in her eyes when the preacher empha- 
sized the necessity of confessing Jesus before 
men, and quoted the words, “ Behold, now is the 
accepted time; behold, now is the day of salva- 


> 


tion;’’ and when, a few minutes later, Brother 
Dow invited “ whosoever will” to come, it was 
only necessary for me to take my beloved 
mother by the hand and say, ‘‘Come!”’ I led 
her to the altar, and there God forgave her her 
sins, and she was washed in the blood of the 
Lamb. Praise the Lord! And my brother, 
Alexander S. Allen, Jr., who was also at church, 
came and knelt beside mother, and there con- 
secrated his heart to Christ. I shall never for- 
get the thrills of rapturous delight that went 
through my soul as we sang, on our knees, at 


the altar: 


“ Hover o’er me, Holy Spirit, 
Bathe my trembling heart and brow; 
Fill me with thy hallowed presence, 
Come, O come, and fill me now.” 
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And we sang the chorus, led by Brother Dow: 


“Fills me now, fills me now, 
Jesus comes, and fills me now ; 
Fills me with his hallowed presence, 
Jesus comes, and fills me now.” 


What a family prayer and praise service we 
held that night, after we returned home! God 
was still honoring the faith of the little girl 
who had promised her grandma to follow 
Jesus. 

Now for father! We spent many hours in 
prayer for him. Soon after we returned from 
the South my youngest sister, Daisy, died, and 
the funeral took place on New Year’s Day. 
There was snow on the ground. It was a sad 
occasion; particularly sad because neither the 
father nor mother of the little blossom were 
professed Christians, and there was but one 
professor in the family.. The choir of the Bap- 
tist Church sang a hymn that referred to the 
“Resurrection morn ;” but I forgot the words, 
and was not able to find it till after I was con- 
verted. Then I began to write to father. Little 
Daisy—who was the most religiously inclined 
of all the children, and seemed to enjoy the 
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Sunday school lessons—was father’s pet. Her 
death saddened and softened him considerably, 
and when I came across the hymn sung at 
Daisy’s funeral, I sent him a copy in one of 
my letters. The chorus was: 


“We shall sleep, but not forever, 
There will be a glorious dawn; 
We shall meet to part, no, never, 
In the resurrection morn.” 


Father was persuaded to start for Round Lake 
to hear Sam Jones preach ; but when he reached 
Troy, he decided to go out in the western part 
of the State to visit relatives instead. 

I felt that a crisis had come in father’s life, 
and so we arranged a spiritual surprise party 
for his benefit. We gathered at sister Eva’s 
in the evening—brother Alexander, sister Eva, 
Mr. Green, his daughter Bessie, and myself. 
We began our family prayers at nine o’clock, 
and did not close till about midnight. At first 
father would not bow his head while we prayed 
—and all the children prayed several times 
each. Between prayers, we would exhort him 
to yield himself to be saved. It was hard work, 
yet we claimed the promise, “ Ask what ye will 
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in his name, and it shall be given you.” Father 
held out stubbornly enough. Among his ex- 
cuses were the following: 

“T am perfectly willing that my children 
shall have religion, if it does them any good.” 

“T admit that it is a good thing to have; 
but we can do good without making a fuss 
about it.” 

“T am just as good as some of the church 
members that I know. If they are going to 
heaven, I don’t want to go there.” 

“T wouldn’t put a straw in the way of any 
of my family serving the Lord, if they want 
to.” 

“Now, father,’’ said I, “let us see whether 
you are not putting more than straws under 
the wheels of the car of salvation. You are 
the head of the family; we look to you for 
counsel and advice. You have heard us pray 
to God, stating that we believed he would an- 
swer prayer?” 

“Yes, I heard it.” 

“ And that we believed you would yield your- 
self to be saved to-night ?”” 

“Yes; you said that.” 
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“Do you want to shatter our faith?” 

““No; not for the world!” 

“Then you must help the Lord to answer 
our prayers.” 

“ How can I do that?—how can I answer 
prayer?” 

“ By yielding yourself to be saved. God can- 
not save any man against his will, and if it be 
your will to resist God we pray in vain for 
your salvation. You are the only one who can 
answer our prayer and strengthen our faith.” 

“IT never thought of that before.” 

“ But it is the truth, isn’t it?” 

“Tt looks that way.’’ 

“ Then do not ones the faith of your chil- 
dren. Let us pray.”’ 

God gave us the victory. We all felt it. 
Father knelt with us for the first time in his 
life, and when we concluded that midnight 
season of prayer, his voice was heard as we all 
said together: “Our Father who art in heaven, 
hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. 
Thy will be done on earth, as it is in heaven.” 

Hallelujah! The kingdom had come to fa- 
ther’s heart in the children’s prayer meeting. It 
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was grand and glorious, and most of the hours 
till daylight were spent in praising God, whose 
mercy endureth forever. 

Father returned home aconverted man. Still 
the promise of the little girl was bearing fruit. 
Glory to God! The following, from the pastor 
of the Methodist Episcopal church at my fa- 
ther’s home, was received by me not long after 
his conversion: 


“ BERLIN, RENSSELAER Co., N. Y., 


“ March 11, 1887. 
“STANTON P, ALLEN: 


“My Dear Brother—You will be glad to 
know that your dear father has become an ac- 
tive and successful Christian worker. What a 
change in his life in a few months! How I re- 
joice with you that he has accepted the Lord 
Jesus Christ as his Saviour and guide. We are 
now in the midst of a glorious revival which 
promises large results. Last night eight were 
forward for prayers, and about fifteen rose for 
prayers at the close of the service. Your father 
last night led Milford Menter (the stage driver) 
to the altar, and then went up the aisle and 
soon returned, leading by the hand his [fath- 
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er’s| daughter, Mrs. John B. Hull. Such are 
some of the results that come from your per- 
sonal efforts with your father. He is doubtless 
the most active and efficient worker in our re- 
vival meetings. 
“Very sincerely yours, 
“ATI, EATON.” 

When I read that letter I was fully con- 
vinced that there is ‘‘nothing too hard for 
God.” We had already received letters from 
the South stating that “Grandma,” “ Aunt 
Mollie,” “ Brother Gus,” and others of my wife’s 
family had been “born again.” And the sow- 
ing of seed was continued. 
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CHAPTER X. 


Saved by the Blood.—Death of One of the Pillars——A 
Remarkable Lesson of Salvation. 


«What can wash away my stain? 
Nothing but the blood of Jesus ; 
What can make me whole again? 
Nothing but the blood of Jesus.” 


GOOD man had been called to his reward. 
Brother Joseph Hillman had closed his 
eyes in death. Tuesday, June 17, 1890, State 
Street Methodist Episcopal Church, Troy, Rev. 
J. W. Thompson, pastor, was filled to its utmost 
capacity with mourning relatives and friends. 
The presence of prominent business men, 
churchmen, and representatives of religious 
organizations attested the fact that the de- 
ceased was a citizen who had commanded in a 
high degree the admiration and respect of the 
community to which his death had been a 
severe shock. 
The singing by an excellent quartet of the 
beautiful ‘“Homeland’’ and “ Jesus, Lover of 
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my Soul,’’ and the sweet rendering of “ The 
Morning Light,” as a duet by the Misses Lund 
and Burt, greatly impressed the audience. 
Eulogies were pronounced by Rev. J. W. 
Bennett, Pastor of Trinity Methodist Episco- 
pal Church, of which Brother Hillman was a 
member at the time of his death; Rev. Dr. W. 
H. Hughes, Presiding Elder of the Troy Dis- 
trict, and Rev. Merritt Hulburd, D.D., of 
Philadelphia, a former pastor of the deceased. 
Scripture was read by Rev. P. L. Dow, of 
Albany, and Rev. B. B. Loomis, Ph.D., of 
West Troy, also former pastors and intimate 
friends of the departed. 

Reference was made to the lifelong devo- 
tion of Brother Hillman to the cause of Christ. 
Converted at the age of thirteen years, he had 
never fallen out of the ranks of God’s army. 
Loved and honored in social, business, and 
religious relations—ever the same, upholding 
the banner of Jesus, and exhorting men and 
women to 


“Turn to the Lord, and seek salvation, 
Sound the praise of his dear name ; 
Glory, honor, and salvation, 
Christ the Lord has come to reign,” 
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It was truthfully said by the clergymen who 
spoke on the occasion of the funeral, that the 
home life and church record of Joseph Hillman 
were without spot or blemish. In his positions 
as Sunday school superintendent, steward, trus- 
tee, class leader, exhorter, leader and organizer 
of the Troy praying band, the moving spirit of 
the Round Lake Camp Meeting Association ; 
instrumental in securing a grand fraternal 
meeting of Methodists, North and South—in 
all these stations the beautiful Christian char- 
acter of Brother Hillman manifested itself to 
the great good of all about him and to the 
glory of God. 

Reference was also made to some of the 
good deeds which stood to the credit of the de- 
ceased. Many in that sorrowing congregation 
were ready to stand up and call him blessed 
had opportunity been afforded. He had been 
a liberal giver to the poor, He had made 
generous contributions to the cause of God, 
subscribing large sums toward building State 
Street and Congress Street (now Trinity) 
churches. He had aided materially in the 
support of other churches. He was spoken of 
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as a “revivalist,” and his authorship of that 
soul-inspiring book of song, The Revivalist, 
was alluded to. He had answered the in- 
quiries of thousands: “ How can I be saved ? 
How can I be kept?” by publishing a precious 
volume containing the word of God on the 
subject. His knowledge of the doctrines and 
duties of his Church and its members were 
shown in The History of Methodism in Troy, 
which he issued not long before his death. 
One of the ministers prayed that the mantle 
of Brother Hillman might fall on a worthy 
successor. When the praying band gathered 
around the casket, and, led by Brother Hull, 
sang, with tremulous voices, 
“On the banks beyond the river, 
We shall meet no more to sever, 
In the bright, the bright forever, 
In the summer land of song,” 
there was a wave of sobs all over the house. 
Solemn-faced men who had sat bolt upright 
until the band began to sing, bowed their heads 
and wept bitterly. 
The services impressed me deeply. Brother 
Hillman had always been my friend since I 
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joined Trinity Church, and had aided me finan- 
cially and spiritually. I recall that after the acci- 
dent which caused his death, but at a time when 
it was thought he was on the way to rapid and 
permanent recovery, Brother Hillman, while 
participating in the last altar service he ever 
attended at our church, said: ‘I feel thankful 
that God has spared me—probably to do good 
to somebody.” 

He had indeed been good to many. 

After the funeral I went home feeling quite 
unwell, so much so that we called the doctor. 
It was my wife’s class night—the class of which 
Brother Hillman had been the leader till his 
death. I insisted that she should go, although 
she desired to remain with me. I was alone 
after she started out, and as I reclined on the 
bed I reviewed the events of the day. 

“O,” I thought, “that I may do something 
so that when I come to die I may be entitled 
to a few such eulogies as have been said this 
day of Brother Hillman.” 

Then came the suggestion that the mantle 
of the departed might possibly have fallen on 
me had I earlier enlisted in God’s army; had 
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I been in position to perform such noble acts ; 
had I been capable of winning souls to the 
Master. There came ringing in my ears the 
echo of a hymn that Brother Hillman delighted 
to sing at the close of love feasts : 


“We feel that heaven is now begun, 
It issues from the sparkling throne, 
From Jesus’ throne on high ; 
It comes in floods we can’t contain, 
We drink and drink and drink again, 
And yet we still are dry. 


“But when we come to dwell above, 
And all surround the throne of love, 
We'll drink a full supply ; 
Jesus will lead his armies through 
To living fountains where they flow, 
That never will run dry. 


“Tis there we'll reign and shout and sing, 
And make the upper regions ring, 
Wher all the saints get home; 
Come on, come on, my brethren dear, 
Soon we shall meet together there, 
For Jesus bids us come. 


«« Amen, amen, my soul replies, 
I’m bound to meet you in the skies, 
And claim my mansion there ; 
Now here’s my heart and here’s my hand, 
To meet you in that heavenly land 
Where we shall part no more.” 
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While meditating on the sorrowful event of 
the day my mind wandered away to “ the land 
where the saints never die.” In a vision I 
seemed to be an eyewitness of Brother Hill- 
man’s reception into the kingdom where the 
many mansions be. As he reached the shin- 
ing shore, I fancied I could hear him singing: 


« A sinner made whiter than snow, 
I'll join in the mighty acclaim, 
And shout through the gates as I go, 
Salvation to God and the Lamb.” 


A glad chorus within the city sang: 


“Welcome home, welcome home! 
A welcome in glory for thee.” 


Then while the new arrival was placed before 
the great white throne, the good works done 
by Brother Hillman on earth were duly testi- 
fied to by witnesses who had preceded him to 
the heavenly home. Included in the multitude 
of witnesses, I fancied I saw thirty thousand 
souls testifying that they had been saved 
through the efforts of the Troy praying band. 
A great throng of children, who had been con- 
verted in Sunday school revival meetings held 


A SUMMER REVIVAL. 95 


by Brother Hillman, also echoed his praises. 
Thousands of happy singers, bearing Revival- 
sts in their hands, bore testimony to his 
zeal in revival work and song. Many who had 
been helped in the Christian life by his books 
hastened to attest their appreciation of his 
work. The generous subscriptions he had 
made to churches and charities were enumer- 
ated, and there seemed to be nothing lacking 
to establish his title to the crown of rejoicing 
that the Lord had promised to give him. Still 
there was delay. But while it seemed that his 
case was being weighed in the scales of heaven’s 
justice before the great white throne, there 
came a shout from the angelic hosts: “ Behold 
the Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin 
of the world.” 

And the blessed Jesus came down from his 
seat on the throne, and held up his hand. 
A little drop of blood from the wound made 
on Calvary fell upon the head of Brother 
Hillman, whose heart was made to rejoice by 
the words of the Saviour as he grasped his 
hand: ‘‘ Thou didst confess me before men; I 
now confess thee before my Father in heaven.” 
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As the crown was placed on Brother Hill- 
man’s head, and he received the smiling recog- 
nition of the Father, the heavenly hosts sang: 

“All hail the power of Jesus’ name! 
Let angels prostrate fall ; 


Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown him Lord of all.” 


The significance of the vision to me was its 
emphasis upon the grand truth that, after we 
have done all that we can do for the cause of 
Christ, it is yet necessary that the blood of the 
Lamb be applied, that our hearts may be made 
whiter than snow. 
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CHAPTER XI. 


Our Daughter’s Marriage.—Incidents of the Itinerancy.— 
A Cyclone in the Adirondacks.—Consecrated to 
Christ. ' 

Y and by the time came when our heart’s 

treasure. decided to leave home. The fol- 

lowing, from the Troy Dazly Times of June 11, 

1890, gives the why and wherefore: 

“One of the most pleasant of the June wed- 
dings was that which occurred at three o’clock 
yesterday afternoon at Trinity Methodist 
Church, on Thirteenth Street. Rev. William 
H. Edwards, of Clintonville, Clinton County, 
was married to Miss Annie Adaline Allen. 
The bride is the daughter of Stanton P. Allen, 
everywhere known as the veteran member of 
the 7zmes local staff; and the groom, who is 
in the Troy Conference of the Methodist 
Church, is a son of Thomas Edwards, a well- 
known resident of Ida Hill. Friends filled the 
church to its utmost seating capacity. The 
attractive interior of the building was greatly 

i 





Rev. and Mrs. W. H. Edwards. 


A SUMMER REVIVAL. De 


enhanced in beauty by a large and choice col- 
lection of flowers and, potted plants, placed in 
the organ gallery and about the pulpit. The 
plants were the gift of the church choir, of 
which Miss Allen was a leading member. The 
Marriage ceremony was performed by Rev. 
J. W. Bennett, pastor of the church, assisted 
by Rev. Dr. W. H. Hughes, Presiding Elder of 
the Troy District. Other clergymen who were 
present were Rev. Dr. B. B. Loomis, of West 
Troy; Rev. P. L. Dow, of Albany; and Rev. F. 
Widmer, of this city. The ushers were Edward 
R. Cary, David L. Beattie, Andrew Diehl, and 
Warren L. Packard. C. Lewis Green, organist 
of the church, presided at the organ. After 
the ceremony a reception was held at the resi- 
dence of the bride’s parents, No. 50 Thir- 
teenth Street, where the charming bride and 
her estimable husband received the hearty 
good wishes and congratulations of many 
friends. The number ard value of the pres- 
ents received attested the esteem in which the 
bride and groom are held. The wedding trip 
is to Boston, and after July 1 Mr. and Mrs. 
Edwards will be at home at the Methodist 


100 A SUMMER REVIVAL. 


parsonage at Clintonville. Mr. Edwards is a 
member of the graduating class at Union Col- 
lege, and enters upon his pastoral duties with 
the promise of becoming one of the most val- 
uable preachers and church workers in the Troy 
Conference.” 

For a time after our daughter’s departure it 
seemed that the sacrifice was more than we 
could become reconciled to. 

“ Methodist ministers have no home,” I 
said to my wife; “and Addie will be itiner- 
ated here and there with no abiding place, but 
always like a bird on the wing.” 

‘Well, God has called them to labor in his 
vineyard, and, although it is hard to part 

with her, we must try and say, ‘Thy will be 
-done.’” 

Clintonville is in the northern part of New 
York, quite away from Lake Champlain, and 
in sight of Whiteface Mountain. To us it 
seemed as far away as San Francisco. We 
had expected Mr. Edwards, who was in his 
senior year at. Union College, would be given 
an appointment near home in the: Troy, Al- 
bany, or Saratoga. District. But. all these 
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plans were upset by the Conference, and he 
was sent into the Adirondacks, 

Not long after Mr. and Mrs. Edwards re- 
moved to Clintonville a terrible cyclone swept 
across Clinton County and Lake Champlain. 
Meager dispatches about the great storm were 
received at the 77zmes office, as the telegraph 
wires were down in. every direction up that 
way. One message from Port Kent said that 
west of that point the storm had raged with 
great fury. Several persons were reported 

killed and injured in various places. 

_. My anxiety about our children increased as 
no further news could be secured.’ I made 
efforts to get a dispatch to Keeseville, the near- 
est telegraph office to Clintonville, but the 
wires were all down west of Port Kent. At 
11:30. o’clock A. M. I could bear the burden 
alone no longer. I had a full day’s work 
mapped out for the paper; but I determined 
to go home, fully a mile from the office, and 
unite in prayer with my wife for. sustaining 
grace. I walked up Ida Hill rapidly, and 
when I reached our residence my wife was at 
Sister Green’s, two blocks away. I hastened 


102 A SUMMER REVIVAL. 


on, and told them of the dispatches. We had 
aseason of prayer and our strength was re- 
newed. Then I opened the Bible at the 
thirty-second chapter of Isaiah and read these 
promises : 

“ And a man shall be as a hiding place from 
the wind, and a covert from the tempest; as 
rivers of water in a dry place, as the shadow 
of a great rock in a weary land.” 

“And my people shall dwell in a peaceable 
habitation, and in sure dwellings, and in quiet 
resting places; when it shall hail, coming down 
on the forest; and the city shall be low ina 
low place.” 

I went back to my work comforted. All my 
anxiety was gone. I felt that God would take 
care of all that had been committed to him. 

The next morning we received a dispatch 
announcing the safety of our children. But 
they had a narrow escape. They were leaving 
Keeseville for Clintonville when the cyclone 
came on. They turned their carriage around 
and drove rapidly for an open shed on the 
edge of the village. Just as they drove under 
the building the storm burst all about them. 
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A large tree was blown down, demolishing a 
stagecoach in the Clintonville road. 

In August we visited our children at the 
Methodist parsonage at Clintonville. Shut in 
among the Adirondack hills and mountains, it 
was a quiet place; but they said they were be- 
ginning to feel ‘‘at home” and were interested 
in the work, visiting from house to house and 
getting acquainted with the people. 

A heavy rain storm came on the first night 
we were there. About midnight there was a 
loud ring at the door. 

“ Will the pastor please come and baptize a 
little child that is dying?”’ 

“Yes, right away,” and the young minister 
dressed and went out into the storm. 

The family lived across the river and up the 
hill. It was pitch dark, and the caller carried 
a lantern. 

“Tt’s a wild night and severe on Will,” said 
the pastor’s wife after he had gone. 

A half hour later there was another ring at 
the door. 

“Won't the pastor’s wife come, too, and 
comfort the mother? ”’ 
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- And the young wife put on her wraps and 
went out into that dismal darkness, escorted by 
the man with a lantern, and rode away to the 
humble cottage on the hill, where “she did 
what she could” to comfort the poor woman 
whose little one died before morning. 
My wife and I were being made acquainted 
with some of the incidents of the itinerancy. 
We were concerned for the health of our 
daughter, who had not been accustomed to 
hardship of any kind. We condoled with each 
other, but the pastor’s wife said: 

“We must. do our best for all in distress. 
That is the work we came to do, you know.”’ 

At the funeral of the child Mrs. Allen and 
myself stood by the fence dividing the ceme- 
tery from the garden at the parsonage as the 
procession drove in. At the head rode the 
young minister and his wife in a two-wheeled 
cart—that being more easily managed up the 
hill than a carriage—followed by a score or 
more of the relatives and friends of the be- 
reaved family. Then the little casket was 
lowered into the grave; and as we saw our 
daughter comforting the poor mother while the 
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minister was saying, ‘“‘ Earth to earth, ashes to 
ashes, dust to dust,” there came to my heart 
an overwhelming sense of the Master’s mean- 
ing when he said: 

“Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye 
have done it unto one of the least of these my 
brethren, ye have done it unto me.” 

Turning to my wife, I said: “I had rather 
see Addie where she now is than to see her 
in the White House the wife of the President 
of the United States. May God’s richest bless- 
ings rest upon her!” 

“Amen,-- 

We were completely reconciled to God’s will, 
and thankful that he had called her to bea 
follower of the meek and lowly Jesus. 


106 A SUMMER REVIVAL. 


CHAPTER XII. 


Called to Preach.—In the Local Ranks.—Holding on 
to a Comfortable Situation ——Overwork Brings Pen 
Paralysis.—Serious Reflections. 


| WAS received as a member of Trinity Meth- 

odist Church, Troy, during the early pas- 
torate of Rev. B. B. Loomis, Ph.D., one of the 
sweetest-spirited pastors I ever knew.» I had 
been taken on probation by Rev. George Skene, 
under whose exhortation I had been converted, 
as stated in a previous chapter. My love for 
Brother Skene was intense and abiding; he 
had shown me my need of salvation. When 
he itinerated to another charge I feared that 
I should have a hard time with his successor. 
But Brother Loomis came with Christian fel- 
lowship, and as I shook hands with the new 
pastor I also took him into my heart. But I 
came near backsliding one Friday evening 
when he called on me to pray. I had never 
prayed aloud in church. But, somehow, I did 
not desire to show the “white feather” before 
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the new pastor, and I responded as best I could. 
I do not remember what I said, but I do re- 
member that at first I thought somebody else 
was praying; that voice in prayer was new to 
me. But I survived it; and I shall go down 
into the valley praising God that Brother 
Loomis had the courage to call on me to open 
my mouth in prayer. 

I grew, spiritually, under his administration, 
and overcame my timidity to speaking in class 
which had tied me up theretofore. This lib- 
erty in Christ Jesus was also encouraged by 
Brother Hillman, into whose class I had been 
transferred. 

“T always like to hear Brother Allen speak,” 
the leader said, “because he gives me points 
to start on.” 

And the power of God frequently came upon 
that class meeting. It was a spiritual feast. I 
was not a singer, by any means, but Brother 
Hillman insisted that those who had the love 
of God in their hearts could shout to his praise, 
and there was one hymn in the chorus of which 
every voice in the room would join, repeating, 
time and again: 
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‘©O, the precious, precious blood! 
O, the healing, cleansing flood ! 
O, the power and the love of God, 

In the blood of the Lamb!” 


After Brother Loomis had been succeeded 
by Rev. P. L. Dow as our pastor, the latter 
came to our house one afternoon, and said: 

“Brother Allen, I need a class leader, and I 
want you to help me out.” 

“Certainly. I know the brethren pretty well. 
There’s Brother So-and-so; he would be just 
the man.” 

“No, that isn’t the point; I want you /”’ 

I was astonished. I was very young, spirit- 
ually—only an infant in the religious journey. 
There was an abundance of splendid material 
in the membership. I begged to be excused. 

““«T pray thee have me excused,’”’ contin- 
ued Brother Dow; ‘you know how it was in 
the parable of the great supper, and I know 
you will not say me nay.” 

When I came to consider what was expected 
of a class-leader I began to tremble, and I felt 
that I was not qualified for the position. Here 
the Spirit suggested prayer; and after Brother 
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Dow, and myself and wife, had submitted the 
case to the Lord I felt comforted, and prom- 
ised to take hold and do what I could. I met 
the class the next Sabbath, and continued as a 
leader till I severed my relation with Trinity 
Church. I recall many blessed seasons of re- 
freshing from the presence of the Lord during 
my leadership. God led me on, step by step, 
his grace being freely bestowed upon us. 

In the meantime I had become interested in 
the Sunday school, and was appointed teacher 
of a Bible class. I also enjoyed the meetings 
of the Epworth League, and was occasionally 
called upon to lead. Sunday was a full day: 
the g o'clock prayer meeting; preaching at 
10:30; class at 12; Sunday school at 2 o’clock 
Pp. M.; Epworth League at 6:30, and preaching 
at 7:30, usually followed by an altar service. 
Thus the day was rounded out, and I began 
to thoroughly enjoy the Christian life. 

Brother Dow was succeeded as pastor of 
Trinity Church by Rev. J. W. Bennett, who 
had been presiding elder of the Burlington 
District. He preached and lived along the 
line of salvation full and free. I was strength- 
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ened and led on by his excellent expositions, 
and many things that had seemed “hedged 
up” with me were gotten out of the way. I 
was frequently called on to speak at Sunday 
school and young people’s gatherings; and at 
the Quarterly Conference of Trinity Methodist 
Church, in the spring of 1891, I was licensed © 
by Presiding Elder Rev. W. H. Hughes as a 
local preacher. From the date of my license 
to the end of the Conference year I had preached 
twenty-two times, and my license was renewed, 
the elder remarking: ‘‘ Brother Allen seems to 
have preached about as many times as if he 
had been in the traveling connection.” 

In the spring of 1891 I began to be impressed 
with the fact that I must ‘‘ Go, preach the Gos- 
pel!” At first I made light of the suggestion. 
My argument was along this line: 

“T am now forty-two years of age, and am 
not so situated, financially, that it would be 
possible for me to stop work for study; and I 
have no time, in my present employment, to 
devote to books on theology. I am receiving 
a salary of $1,300 a year, with two weeks’ vaca- 
tion—salary in advance—in the summer time. 
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My employers are satisfied with my work, and 
my place is secure for life. Our salary will 
comfortably support wife and me, and wwe can 
also assist our children as they may need our 
aid. I ama local preacher, and occupy a pulpit 
nearly every Sabbath; besides this, I am ‘ tell- 
ing the story of Jesus’ to hundreds of persons 
whom I meet on my daily rounds as a news- 
paper man. What more canI do? Isn’t this 
just as effective, and perhaps more so, than if 
I should break up everything and apply for 
admission to the Troy Conference?” 

This seemed to me, at that time, to be rea- 
sonable and right. But every now and then 
would come the words: 

“Go, preach!” 

I made the matter a subject of prayer, yet I 
could not convince myself that the admonition 
meant that I should give up “ my situation for 
life at a good salary,” and give my entire time 
to the work of the ministry. One evening I 
decided to open the Bible, and see if I could 
get any light on the question that had now 
become a serious burden. The nineteenth and 
twentieth verses of the last chapter of Matthew 
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were the first to attract my eye, as I opened 
the good book: 

“Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, bap- 
tizing them in the name of the Father, and of 
_ the Son, and of the Holy Ghost : teaching them 
to observe all things whatsoever I have com- 
manded you: and, lo, I am with you alway, 
even unto the end of the world. Amen.”’ 

“But that’ was to his disciples,” I- said. 
Then the thought came: “And am I not a 
disciple of ‘Christ, a follower of Jesus?” 


“Must Jesus bear the cross alone, 
And all the world go free? 
No, there’s a cross for every one, 
And there’s a cross for me.” 


It seemed, then, that I must go; must leave all 
and follow the Saviour. Still, there was no 
opening. I had received no call from any 
church, and I resolved to do all I could asa 
local preacher, and accept the first opportunity 
to enter the regular field of pastoral labor that 
presented itself. 

I continued to supply pulpits in Troy and ad- 
jacent cities and villages, enjoying the service 
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more and more. As the date of the Troy Annual 
Conference for 1892 approached I seemed to 
have less desire to “Go, preach!” I consulted 
Brother Bennett, and, while he was enthusias- 
tic over the glorious privilege of preaching the 
Gospel, he frankly admitted that, taking all 
things into consideration—my age, lack of theo- 
logical education, my permanent employment 
at a good salary in my chosen profession (one 
for which my experience had demonstrated 
my fitness), with an invalid wife—he could 
scarcely see the necessity of my making the 
change. I concluded not to apply for admis- 
sion to the Conference, that year, at least; and 
I was reconciled to the thought that a good 
salary, a comfortable home—especially for one 
with an invalid wife—were safer than chances 
of a place to preach in the itinerancy. Though 
I had been a soldier, and knew well the lesson 
of obedience, yet here—and I could not escape 
the conviction—I had failed to obey an order 
from the Grand Commander. 

I tried to excuse myself on the ground that 
I needed the money I was earning, and could 
not get along without it, to pay my debts and 
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doctor's bills, and provide for my wife. But 
the folly of depending on the permanency of 
earthly things, when God’s pleasure concern- 
‘ing us is involved, was most forcibly driven 
home to my heart. In the winter of 1891-92 
my good right arm began to fail me, and grew 
worse daily. I tried to keep at work, but in 
reporting speeches, or any meetings of length, 
I was often compelled to drop my pencil, and 
could not resume work with it for several min- 
utes. I consulted my physician, and he said 
it was writer’s cramp, or pen paralysis, as some 
call it. He advised me to take a “good, long 
rest’’ from newspaper work, and perhaps the 
attack might not prove serious. 

This was alarming news to one in my situa- 
tion. With pen paralysis I could not be of 
much service as a reporter; that was evident. 
But it seemed to me that I might write left- 
handed for a time, and thus relieve my partial- 
ly paralyzed arm. I tried the experiment, and, 
although my work was not as rapid as with 
the other hand, yet I managed to get along 
for a week or so—thanks to the other report- 
ers and the city editor, who favored me all 
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they could, and our young lady typewriter, 
who wrote out my notes from my dictation. 
In this way, I continued till within a week of 
Conference (April, 1892), when, much to my 
sorrow and surprise, the ‘‘cramp’”’ took hard 
hold of my left arm also, and I was practically 
hors de combat as a newspaper man. 

Charles S. Francis, junior proprietor of the 
Times, took great interest in my affliction. Dr. 
Bela J. Ward, my regular physician, advised 
me that it would be dangerous for me to con- 
tinue writing. Mr. Francis also came to my 
house, bringing Dr. C. E. Nichols, his physi- 
cian, and the latter, after hearing a history of 
the case and making a thorough examination 
of me, agreed with Dr. Ward in every particu- 
lar. Both physicians stated that the par- 
alysis came from overwork—writing for longer 
periods continuously than I should have done 
—and they also agreed that for me to continue 
the work of a reporter would doubtless bring 
on total paralysis. 

A few days before Dr. Nichols examined me, 
and while at the post office, I received the fol- 
lowing letter: 
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“ BERLIN, N. Y., Aprd/ 8, 1892. 
“ DEAR BROTHER ALLEN: 


“Tt was hinted to me yesterday that you 
would come and preach for us this year. If 
you will do so, providing you are sent, please 
let me know at once, and I will do my best 
with the presiding elder to secure your serv- 
ices. Brother Lemmon has made up his mind 
to go, and of course we need a good man to 
fill his place. Please let me know at once, so 
that I can get my say in as soon as possible. 


“ Respt. your Brother, 
“H. F. BROWN.” 


Brother Brown was a leading member of 
the officiary of the Methodist Episcopal church 
at Berlin. Here, it seemed to me, the way was 
opened up for me to accept a call from the 
Church—-I had not doubted that God had 
called me. Now I no longer hesitated; my 
duty was plain; I must obey. So I called at 
the stamp window for a postal, on which I 
wrote the following, and deposited it at once 
in the mail: 
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“TROY, N. Y., April 9, 1892. 
“DEAR BROTHER BROWN; 


“Yours received. I will come, if you can 
arrange it. 5. f, ALLEN,” 


After Dr. Nichols completed his examination 
and announced his opinion Mr. Francis said: 

““My boy, what can you do besides news- 
paper work?” 

“T don’t know,” I replied, “except I go and 
preach the Gospel. I have promised already 
to do so, if a place be made for me at the Con- 
ference now in session at Plattsburg.”’ 

“ Then,” said Dr. Nichols, “ I would certain- 
ly go; for your chances of doing a reporter’s 
work again are not worth considering.” 

“T tell you, doctor,’ Mr. Francis exclaimed, 
“we don’t want to lose Mr. Allen. He has 
been with us about nine years, and we count 
him one of the family.” 

“Yes, I know that,” replied Dr. Nichols, 
“but he must not take the chances of total 
paralysis. He might, after a long rest, do news- 
paper work again, but not now.” 

‘That settled it, from a medical standpoint. 
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I had already, as shown by the letter to Brother 
Brown, settled it from a personal standpoint. 

The same day I received another letter from 
Brother Brown, stating that the official board 
of the Berlin Methodist Church had met, and 
unanimously voted to give me a call to preach 
at that place. He also urged me to go to 
Plattsburg and tell Presiding Elder Hughes 
that I would go to Berlin to preach, if he de- 
sired me for that place. 

I mentioned the fact to Mr. Francis, and he 
kindly furnished transportation for me to Platts- 
burg and return, saying: 

“Well, if you must go, we'll give you as good 
a send-off as we can.” 

Wife and'I prayed that night as we never 
prayed before. She was in poor health, and 
had not been out of the house in several weeks. 
But she comforted me with her abiding faith, 
and she cheerfully announced her willingness 
to “leave all to follow Christ.” We read from 
Isaiah: 

“T, even I, have spoken; yea, I have called 
him: I have brought him, and he shall make 
his way prosperous. Come ye near unto me, 
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hear ye this; I have not spoken in secret from 
the beginning; from the time that it was, there 
am I: and now the Lord God, and his Spirit, 
hath sent me. Thus saith the Lord, thy Re- 
deemer, the Holy One of Israel; I am the Lord 
thy God which teacheth thee to profit, which 
leadeth thee by the way that thou shouldest go.” 

Somehow it seemed to me that God was 
dealing with me for my good. The “call” to 
the Berlin church, coming just at the time the 
physicians determined that I could not—-for 
the present, at least—continue newspaper work, 
showed me plainly that, although I had waited 
a year after the command, “ Go ye, and preach,” 
had come to me, yet the Heavenly Father was 
merciful, and still gave me the opportunity to 
obey the “call.” I left that night on the sleeper 
for Plattsburg, singing in my heart: 

“He leadeth me! O blessed thought ! 
O words with heavenly comfort fraught ! 


Whate’er I do, where’er I be, 
Still ’tis God’s hand that leadeth me. 


“He leadeth me, he leadeth me, 
By his own hand he leadeth me: 
His faithful follower I wzZ/ be, 
For by his hand he leadeth me.” 
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CHAPTER XIII. 


Too Late for an Appointment.—At the Troy Confer- 
ence.—The Presiding Elder of the Plattsburg Dis- 
trict—Wanted, a Man for Lyon Mountain.—* Will 
You Go? ”—*“ Here Am I.”—Bearing the Cross. 


pee eras April 14, 1892, I reached 
Plattsburg, where the Troy Annual Con- 
ference was holding its sixtieth session, Bishop 
Randolph S. Foster presiding. I was person- 
ally acquainted with many of the members, 
and they supposed that I was present as a 
newspaper representative. I found Presiding 
Elder Hughes, of the Troy District, after he 
had come out of that day’s cabinet session, and 
asked him if Brother Brown, of Berlin, had writ- 
ten him about sending me to that charge. 
“Yes,” replied the elder; “but the letter 
came too late; a Conference man has already 
been slated for Berlin. If I had known a week 
ago that you desired work in the pastorate I 
could have arranged it, but there’s nothing on 
the Troy District left but Hoag’s. The salary 
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is $300, helped out by the missionary fund. 
You wouldn’t want that?” 

‘““T’ll see about it;”’ andI went aside to think 
it over. Ireasoned that it would be mighty 
close work to get along on $300, and with that 
salary I could do nothing toward paying my 
bills. But I concluded I would go, if the 
presiding elder could not get a Conference 
man and the place was left to be supplied. 

The next day, during the session of the 
Conference, I was introduced to Rev. George 
A. Barrett, the Presiding Elder of the Platts- 
burg District, by my son-in-law, Rev. William 
H. Edwards, who also informed Brother Bar- 
rett that I had come up to Conference expect- 
ing to. be appointed to supply the church at 
Berlin. ‘Perhaps,’ continued Brother Ed- 
wards, “you might have a place for him on 
your district ?”’ 

“Maybe so; I'll see.” 

The elder turned away, but came back and 
said : 

“ Suppose you two come down to my house 
to dinner; that will give me a chance to talk 
with Brother Allen, and we will see what can 
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be done, I think I do need a man on my 
district.” | 

When we reached the residence of Brother 
Barrett, the latter took me to his study, and 
after questioning me somewhat as to my plans 
for the future he said there were three ap- 
pointments on his district for which no definite 
arrangement had yet been made— Dannemora, 
Upper Jay and Keene, and Lyon Mountain. 

“Would you have any personal choice for 
either of these places?” the elder inquired. 

“Yes, sir, Upper Jay and Keene, as that 
would bring me nearer to my son-in-law’s 
charge.”’ 

“Well, we will see what develops in the 
cabinet.” 

After the next cabinet meeting Brother 
Barrett said to me: 

‘“‘T desire to make it as pleasant as I can for 
you; but I find that it is more difficult to get 
an available man for Lyon Mountain than for 
either of the other places mentioned. Some- 
how I feel that you can do the district better 
service at Lyon Mountain than at Dannemora 
or Upper Jay,” 
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“J will go to Lyon Mountain if you desire 
ite, 

“Then we will let it stand that way, and if 
no new complications come up in the cabinet 
I will have you slated for Lyon Mountain.” 

I at once began to inquire among the 
brethren about Lyon Mountain. 

“O, Lyon Mountain! It’s out in the wil- 
derness beyond Clinton Prison—a_ mining 
camp. The parsonage is a log hut, and all the 
people live in cabins. They’rea wild element, 
Hungarians, Polanders, French, Swedes, anda 
few Americans. When they are not buried 
under the snows of winter they are dying off like 
sheep with typhoid fever and other epidemics. 
The water is bad, and it’s sickly all the year 
round. I pity the man that is sent to that 
place.” 

Others shrugged their shoulders when Lyon 
Mountain was referred to, but I found one 
man ‘who said : 

“You will be disappointed in the place; but 
you will find warm hearts up there. They 
have the name of Sabbath breakers—hunting 
and fishing on the Lord’s day, and that sort of 
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recreation—and they have had a church quarrel 
that came near breaking up the Methodist 
society. It grew out of the attempt of a few 
‘kickers’ to establish another church, but 
nearly everybody on the mountain got mixed 
up inthe fight. The Methodists still hold the 
fort, but there are many soreheads. You will 
find a few loyal souls up there.” 

I felt the need of prayer, and hastened to 
the residence of Mrs. Henry, on Oak Street, 
where I was entertained, and going up to my 
room I “committed it all to the Lord,” and 
determined to go on, trusting in the Mighty 
to save. 

The appointments were announced by Bishop 
Foster, Monday afternoon. He called: 

“Lyon Mountain, to be supplied—”’ 

“By Stanton P. Allen,” added Presiding 
Elder Barrett, and I hastened to the telegraph 
office to send a dispatch to my wife. 

Brother Barrett evinced much interest in my 
welfare, and said he would go with me Tues- 
day morning to Lyon Mountain and introduce 
me to some of the church people; but as the 
retiring pastor, Rev. John P. Crane, was going 
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back to ship his effects, the elder left me in his 
care. Brother Crane went with me, and I was 
made acquainted with some of the villagers. 
We returned to Plattsburg on the afternoon 
train, he to go to South Glens Falls, his new 
charge, and I to return to Troy to “ pack my 
knapsack for another campaign.” 

My first impressions of Lyon Mountain were 
anything but favorable. With few exceptions 
the residences were two-room log cabins, with 
sleeping apartments in the garrets. These 
cabins were scattered over the hills and down 
in the valley, the intervening fields being filled 
with stumps and rocks—not a tree in the cor- 
poration. Ore sand was blown about by the 
wind and flooded down in the bottom land by 
the brook from the separator. It was raining 
—how easy and often it rains at Lyon Moun- 
tain only the inhabitants know. A cold, bleak, 
dismal day! I went to the parsonage with 
Brother Crane. It was a log cabin of the 
better kind, two rooms, with kitchen addi- 
tion below and sleeping rooms above, low 
ceilings and small windows. While Brother 
Crane was “tagging” his goods down stairs, I 
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ventured up into the chamber, and took a look 
at the rooms. They were small affairs, with 
the roof slanting across one side, and the devil 
whispered : 

“What will your poor sick wife do in these 
cubby-holes ?”’ 

I did not listen to the tempter; but, kneel- 
ing down by the bedstead in the “biggest” 
bedroom, I called on the heavenly Father for 
grace to sustain me and reconcile me to my 
surroundings. And I consecrated myself to 
the work before me—ready to die, if need be, 
in the Master’s service. The appearance of 
the log cabin and the size of the rooms never 
again gave me any concern. The log cabin 
parsonage at Lyon Mountain was a mansion! 
In it I spent many happy days—yea, the hap- 
piest of my life. 

“But,” suggested the evil one, “how will 
Mrs. Allen take to this sort of thing? You 
won't dare to tell her the truth about the 
place when you go home, and she will die of a 
broken heart when she comes to be huddled 
into this log hut.”’ 

. Then I prayed again—this time that God 
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would reconcile my wife to the new order of 
things. I received the promise that it would 
be done. And it was. I returned to Troy, 
and told her what I had seen at the Moun- 
tain—told her the truth, keeping nothing back. 

“Tsn’t there one redeeming feature?” she 
asked. 

“Ves; there isn’t a whisky saloon in the 
place.” 

“Then,” said she, “ let us sing the Doxology 
and go up.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 


Opening the Campaign at Lyon Mountain.—The First 
Sunday.—Standing Up for Prayers. 


ES the interval of breaking up to remove to 

our new field of labor, I visited Lyon 
Mountain, and on Sunday, April 24, 1892, I 
preached my first sermon there. The little 
church was filled, and the congregation in- 
cluded men, women, and children representing 
nearly all conditions to be found in a mining 
settlement. There was a nominal membership 
of thirty reported at the Conference, including 
about a dozen who attended at Standish, the 
out-appointment. There were probably not 
more than ten “ professors” in my first audi- 
ence. The subject was “Liberty in Christ 
Jesus,” and personal experiences of God’s 
power to save and to keep were given. In 
the afternoon the pastor preached at Standish, 
five miles distant, and transportation was fur- 
nished by a hand-car on the Chateaugay Rail- 
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road, manned by volunteers from the congre- 
gation. 

As the hour for the evening service came 
on I felt the need of divine help more than 
ever before. I was entertained at the house of 
Alvin J. Cummings, assistant superintendent 
of mines. He. had never made any profession 
of religion, but was an attendant at church. 
Alone in my room I besought God’s blessing 
on the meeting and direction in presenting the 
subject, “Bearing the Cross,” which had been 
selected for the evening sermon. 

The church was crowded, and the pastor ex- 
horted the people to take up the cross. He 
was impressed with the importance of holding 
_an altar service and giving an invitation to any 
who might desire to “seek salvation.” But 
Satan said : 

“Hold on; don’t be too fast. These people 
are strangers to you. They are not accustomed 
to altar services; they will not remain if you 
invitethem. You haven’t consulted the official 
board, and you may not get any support if you 
change the order of service. Wait till you get 
acquainted with the people.” 

9 
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To this persuasive plea I made answer as 
follows: 

‘Lord, help me here. I know that in this 
congregation there are many who will love God 
if they are led that way and given an oppor- 
tunity to express their desire to be saved. I 
may never stand here again; ‘now is the ac- 
cepted time; behold, now is the day of salva- 
tion.’ I will give them a chance and leave the 
result with the Lord.”’ 

At the close of the sermon I stated that we 
would hold an altar service, and would be glad 
to have as many remain as felt interested. 
Only a few retired. I then urged the impor- 
tance of serving God, and exhorted those pres- 
ent who were not followers of Jesus to seek 
pardon for their sins. 

“Who will stand up for Jesus and say, 
‘Pray for me?’” I exclaimed. ‘Let us seek 
the Lord while he may be found.” 

Mr. Cummings rose to his feet, and said, 
“ Pray tor me. 

Three young ladies followed his example, 
and the four presented themselves for prayers. 
The Spirit was present in great power, and 
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the first altar service resulted in a glorious 
victory in the name of Christ. The first 
four probationers proved true, ran the race 
well, and in due time their names were en- 
rolled as members in full connection. Brother 
Cummings and wife both became active mem- 
bers in all church work on the mountain; and 
when his probation expired I appointed him 
class leader, a position which he filled most 
satisfactorily and with benefit to all who at- 
tended. The opening gun of the bombard- 
ment of the Lyon Mountain fortresses of un- 
righteousness had been fired with success, and 
- I returned to Troy for my wife and our per- 
sonal belongings. 
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CHAPTER XV. 


Severing Old Ties——A Double Reception—Words of 
Encouragement.—Kind Wishes of Old-time Friends. 


M* wife seemed to be revived in body and 

spirit by the preparations to leave our 
old home. For five weeks she had been con- 
fined to the house, but she was able to attend 
the farewell reception given us at Trinity 
Church the evening of April 28, at the same 
time a reception was given Rev. J. W. Bennett 
and wife, he returning to the pastorate of that 
church for another year. The Zzmes of Friday, 
April 29, 1892, contained the following notice 
of the affair : 

“The congregation of Trinity Methodist 
Church last evening tendered a reception to 
Rev. J. W. Bennett, who was returned to the 
church at the recent Conference, and to Rev. 
Stanton P. Allen, who was appointed pastor 
of the church at Lyon Mountain. Addresses 
were made by Rev. Dr. B. B. Loomis, Rev. 
W. H. Meeker, and Howard S. Kennedy. 
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Responses were made by Messrs. Bennett and 
Allen. Refreshments were served, and after- 
ward Mr. and Mrs. Allen left for their new 
home at Lyon Mountain. Mr. Allen received 
from his church class a set of Clarke’s Com- 
mentaries, Mr. Bennett making the presenta- 
tion speech. Mr. Allen was the recipient of 
other gifts, among which are a substantial sum 
of money and a parlor organ.” 

The money referred to by the Zzmes was 
from Major Arthur MacArthur of the Troy 
Northern Budget. Ue assured me_ of his 
hearty good will in the new field. I had at 
one time been employed on the TZelegram 
when it was owned by Major MacArthur 
and his father, Colonel Charles L. MacArthur. 
This substantial token of the major’s interest 
in my welfare was duly appreciated. 

The Troy Zzmes of April 19, 1892, published 
the following: 

“Stanton P. Allen, of this city, who for 
about eight years has been a valued member 
of the Troy Zzmes local staff, has been ap- 
pointed by the Presiding Elder of the Platts- 
burg District of the Troy Methodist Confer- 
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ence to supply the church at Lyon Mountain, 
Clinton County. Mr. Allen has been for about 
a year a local preacher in the Methodist Church, 
and the new appointment is in the line of pro- 
motion in the work which he has-chosen. The 
charge to which he has been assigned includes 
Lyon Mountain and Standish, both thriving 
settlements of Clinton County, and his ap- 
pointment to these places asa first charge is 
creditable to the esteem in which he is held 
by the presiding officers of the Methodist 
Church. Mr. Allen has had an experience of 
rare activity and efficiency. Enlisting in the 
United States Army as a volunteer while 
scarcely in his teens, Mr. Allen served through 
the civil war, and afterward spent several years 
in the regular army as an Indian fighter on 
the plains. He was afterward in the Rensse- 
laer County clerk’s office, and has since then 
been at different times editorial writer on the 
Troy Whig, managing editor of the Morning 
Telegram, and connected with the TZ7mes. 
Many of the most important events in this 
city and vicinity have been reported by him 
with fidelity and accuracy, which have excited 
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great admiration. Mr. Allen has a host of 
friends who will expect for him in his useful 
service as a Methodist minister conspicuous 
success, and whose only regret will be that 
which is experienced by his associates in this 
office, that the industry, quick-witted resource, 
unfailing geniality, and thorough uprightness 
which have marked his labors will, in being 
transferred to another field, be missed in this 
city where he has so long been a prominent 
figure in local affairs.” 

The following appeared in the Troy Evening 
Standard : 

“The appointment by the Troy Methodist 
Conference of Stanton P. Allen, of this city, to 
the important charge of Lyon Mountain and 
Standish is a recognition of faithful and zeal- 
ous work in the ranks of Methodist laymen. 
Mr. Allen is peculiarly well fitted for the 
duties of the pulpit. He is a sterling example 
of religious manhood. He knows from ex- 
perience the trials of the flesh, the struggles of 
a better nature, and the happy results of moral 
victory. He hasa heart big enough to have 
in it a place for everyone, and a sympathy 
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which extends to every class. His varied ex- 
perience as a soldier during the Rebellion and 
in the regular army subsequently ; as a man of 
the world, in all that means; as a law student, 
newspaper reporter, editor; converted man, 
lay preacher, and now regularly assigned pas- 
tor, qualify him for a career of great useful- 
ness in the cause of religion, and all who know 
him feel confident of his success, and wish him 
godspeed in his labors. Among those who 
hold him in the highest regard, and who bear 
testimony to his earnest conscientious worth 
and sincere Christian spirit, are his fellow- 
workers on the newspapers of Troy, many of 
whom have been his associates for years, and 
knowing him intimately appreciate his gener- 
ous heart and kindly nature far more than 
words can express. They part from him asa 
colaborer in their daily toil with regret, but 
the regret vanishes before the light of their 
sincere belief that his chosen field is the proper 
one. He will take with him to the pulpit he 
has been assigned to the best wishes and 
abiding friendship of his old chums in journal- 
ism, and the good will of all.” 
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In the Troy Observer of April 24, 1892, this 
personal appeared: 

“Stanton P. Allen is to abandon the jour- 
nalistic field for the pulpit, having accepted an 
appointment to Methodist charges in Clinton 
County. Mr. Allen is a talented gentleman, 
and Troy never had a more faithful, capable, 
or industrious news-gatherer. A sincere 
Christian, he enters the religious field at many 
personal sacrifices, because he believes it to be 
his duty ;+and surprising, indeed, will it be if 
before long Mr. Allen does not attain marked 
prominence in church work. The Odserver 
heartily bids him godspeed. Strong indeed 
will be the denomination that can secure re- 
cruits like Mr. Allen.” 

The Troy Northern Budget—the generous 
offering of whose junior proprietor has been 
noted—said, in its issue of April 24, 1892: 

“Stanton P. Allen, cne of the best known 
and most efficient of Troy newspaper men, 
and who has been connected with the reporto- 
rial staff of the Troy 7zmes for many years, 
has entered the Methodist ministry, and was 
assigned last week by the Methodist Confer- 
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ence at Plattsburg to the pastorate of churches 
at Lyon Mountain and Standish, Clinton 
County. By the departure of Mr. Allen the 
journalistic profession of this city will lose one 
of its most conscientious, faithful, and compe- 
tent workers. His colaborers regret the 
severance of the pleasant relations of such 
long standing, while at the same time they ex- 
tend to him congratulations and earnestly wish 
him success in his new and chosen sphere of 
life. Mr. Allen ranked high in the newspaper 
profession, and all who know him can give the 
assurance that he will bring to his new calling 
the same faithfulness and conscientiousness 
which distinguished him in his daily work in 
this city. Yesterday the Tibbits Cadets were 
the grateful recipients of sixty books presented 
by Mr. Allen to that organization to be added 
to its library.” 

From the Troy Press of April 19, 1892, the 
following is taken: 

“Yesterday, at the closing session of the 
Troy Conference in Plattsburg, Bishop Foster 
assigned Stanton P. Allen to supply the pulpit 
of the church at Lyon Mountain, in Clinton 
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County. We assume that this appointment 
terminates Mr. Allen’s active connection with 
the press of this city, a connection that covers 
a period of about seventeen years. During 
that interval Mr. Allen has done excellent 
work in various departments on the former 
Whig and present Budget and Times. His 
industry was unflagging; his temper was al- 
ways sunny. All his work was done on honor. 
He put conscience into his daily toil. The 
books of his chronicles are not disfigured by 
rancor or evidences of unfairness. He worked 
his own way legitimately. The profession from 
which he retires gives him its hopes for his 
success in the other ministry, and his friends 
trust that in the day of the great ingathering 
of the harvest he will bring in his sheaves 
with him, and be able to report abundant 
yields in the fields wherein he shall labor.” 
The following correspondence explains itself: 


“TROV, N,-Y., Apri 20, 1892. 
“Messrs. J. M. FRANCIS & SON: 
“ Gentlemen.—Having received and accepted 
a call to preach the Gospel, it becomes my 
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duty to sever my connection with the Troy 
Times asa local reporter. This step is taken 
after mature and prayerful consideration. In 
retiring from the staff of the 7z7es I assure you 
there are many pleasant recollections of favors 
shown and kindnesses done me by the pro- 
prietors of the 7zmes and my associates in all 
departments of the paper. From the Meth- 
odist parsonage at Lyon Mountain there will 
daily ascend a prayer for help and divine ap- 
proval in this new field of labor, and the peti- 
tion will always include the request that the 
blessing of God our heavenly Father may 
rest upon you all. Yours truly, 
“STANTON P. ALLEN, 

a Poe M. E. Church, Lyon Mountain, N.Y.” 


‘‘ OFFICE OF THE TROY DAILY TIMES, 
TROY, N.Y 4 April 22,1302: 
“ DEAR MR. ALLEN: 

“ Your letter of the date of the 2oth instant 
was duly received, resigning the position you 
have so acceptably and ably filled the past 
eight years, as one of the staff of the Troy 
Times. Deeply we regret parting with you; 
fervently we hope that in the sacred office of 
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future duties, your efforts may be crowned 
with God’s blessings for yourself, your dear 
family, and for those who are to have the 
benefit of your earnest ministry. 

“You have served us with~ conspicuous 
ability and conscientious fidelity. We shall 
ever regard you with deep interest and as one 
of the Zzmes family, always true and loyal, 
earnest, sound to the core, God-fearing, and 
honest above reproach. And in this expres- 
sion we voice the united and cordial sentiment 
of this whole community. 

“ Thanking you for your good wishes, and 
with invocation that you may be greatly 
blessed in your work, we remain and always 
shall continue to be 

“Yours faithfully, 
“J. M. FRANCIS & SON.” 


‘OSBUOSIEG UlGeg Bo] 
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GHAPTER> XVI. 


Beginning the Itinerancy.—The Log Cabin Parsonage. 
—Led by the Spirit —The Work Under Way.—The 
Car-of Salvation. 


He LEWIS E. GRIFFITH, the County 
Judge of Rensselaer County, evidenced 
his interest in the old comrade whom he had - 
induced to sign the temperance pledge twelve 
years before by footing the bill at Smyth & 
Co.’s for the Conference course books for a can- 
didate on trial. Brother William E. Smith, of 
Trinity Church, rendered us substantial aid 
financially. Wife and I disposed of all but a 
few of our effects, and Friday morning we 
reached Plattsburg and took the Chateaugay 
Railroad train for Lyon Mountain. Our son- 
in-law, Rev. William H. Edwards, and wife left 
us at Plattsburg, and proceeded to Clinton- 
ville, to which charge they were returning for 
the third year. 
At the mountain we found a comfortable 
home with Brother and Sister Cummings, while 
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the parsonage was being fixed up and our 
goods unpacked. May 5 we moved in and be- 
gan housekeeping in the log cabin, No. 11 First 
Street. At the evening worship that night we 
reconsecrated ourselves to God’s cause, and 
prayed that he would lead us, promising obe- 
dience to all his commands. The promise that 
we might ask anything in Christ’s name and 
he would give it, according to his will, came to 
us with wonderful power, and we at once be- 
gan to pray for the salvation of the people. 
That God hears and answers prayer was dem- 
onstrated in the fact that one hundred and 
forty-one souls professed the Lord Jesus during 
the first year that we were stationed at Lyon 
Mountain. It may be well, just here, to refer 
briefly to the progress of the work. 

At the time of our arrival no class meeting 
had been held. The weekly prayer meeting 
had been attended by less than six persons on 
the average. There was no young people’s so- 
ciety, and the attendance at church was small. 
The pastor at once began a series of Gospel 
sermons, and at the close of every evening 
service extended an invitation for seekers to 
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come to the altar. The efforts in this direction 
were honored by the Lord. Men, women, and 
young persons were received on probation, as 
follows, during the Conference year 1892-93: 





NTA Seis ae cect chs Cy Seiler? 1h oaganes 
seer 1 (at Standish).. 1 “ DOs vialeeetecs fe) 
paral ket sNete capesstrers PT OCUODEr Zaadmeleane a 5 
< < Ray elo(shosBreisueahctaie II tae Ue Se arene I 
IEG ete oterelaye. acexe 8 (AUG ais soueee bras 3 
Bee U2 Newsies nicer ere 15 LE ie er metre LS A I 
SB DO eves steneieslersignes a eT 3Olwrs saan ie oho 13 
YUU yy ROr cesar orca cero 4| December 25 2 
Be BLO icsectenone. a LP aMarvele eves tees 6 
SO ALT a ven Spheres cca ero 5 Sen Staite maaieetenne I 
ce S AO onS Otic art 5 i PBS 55 DOU OIOO 2 
Pa a stare tee tcieseeiete 4| March 5.. 3 
Pee LY. Blea Picts BPR PUIL ince ove alu wie ane 2 
Ce Be cece ae I = 
Deptemper diss oi) ave «6 OSA Ota Saeeeeeyie 141 
Orca I 


It will be seen that the revival which began 
with the first service continued all the year; 
and Sunday evening, April 9, 1893—-the last 
Sabbath of the Conference year—two men, 
fathers of families, whose wives had been 
converted in our meetings during the sum- 
mer, presented themselves as seekers at the 
altar. At Conference time eighty-seven full 
members and eighty-seven probationers were 


reported. 
Io 
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Sunday, July 17, 1892, was a day long to be 
remembered on Lyon Mountain. Rev. George 
A. Barrett, presiding elder, held the first quar- 
terly meeting of the year. It was preceded by 
a “love feast,” the first ever held on the moun- 
tain, and five souls that came out to see what 
it was the Methodists called a “love feast ” 
saw the Lord Jesus as their Saviour before the 
service closed. Hallelujah! 

The church was crowded—standing room 
at a premium. Those to be baptized occu- 
pied the front seats. There were two rows 
of young ladies across the church; most of 
them were dressed in white. It was a glorious 
sight. The power of God filled the house, and 
Brother Barrett exclaimed, “ Thank God, thank 
God! This is glorious!” Hearty ‘“Amens” 
came from Rev. Anson Cheeseman, Chaplain 
of Clinton Prison, and Rev. Charles A. Weed, 
pastor of the church at Dannemora. They 
were present at the elder’s invitation. That 
morning thirty-one adults and six children 
were baptized. At the quarterly meeting, Sep- 
tember 25, Brother Barrett baptized sixteen, 
and January I, 1893, Chaplain Cheeseman ad- 
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ministered the sacrament of baptism to seven- 
teen more; three were baptized July 9, 1893, 
by Rev. E. P. Stevens, of Plattsburg; and 
June 17 Rev. W. H. Edwards, of Blooming- 
dale, baptized two, the total baptisms to July 
9, 1893, being seventy-five. 

A class meeting was organized at the par- 
sonage Tuesday evening, May 17, 1892. It 
was a rainy night, but twenty-two persons 
were present, and several rose for prayers. 
The next meeting was held at the church, and 
all summer the attendance was nearly as large 
as at the regular Sunday services, there being 
no disposition to exclude anyone, so long as 
the people were “seeking salvation” in all the 
meetings. After Brother Cummings’s proba- 
tion expired I appointed him class leader, as 
heretofore stated. He was a living monument 
of the power of Jesus’s blood to save a poor 
sinner, and he studied to show himself “ ap- 
proved unto God, a workman that needeth not ~ 
to be ashamed, rightly dividing the word of 
truth.”’ 

Monday evening, May 30, 1892, we organized 
an Epworth League, with seventy-five charter 
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members. Rev. P. L. Dow, then of Albany, 
was present, and aided in the organization. 
His soul-stirring exhortation and his sweet 
singing of Gospel hymns created much enthusi- 
asm, and after the organization had been ef- 
fected we changed the meeting into a revival 
service, and a half dozen or more sought for- 
giveness for their sins. The first League of- 
ficers were: 

President, George H. Myers; Vice Presi- 
dents, Mrs. A. W. Fee, Mrs. Ella G. Parkhurst, 
Louis J. Russell, Mrs. Ida A. Raymond; Sec- 
retary, R. L. Bull; Treasurer, Andrew W. Fee. 

The League prayer meetings Sunday evenings 
were always seasons of refreshing from the 
presence of the Lord, and in addition to the 
Sunday services cottage prayer meetings were 
held every Saturday evening, the conversion 
of souls at these gatherings being no unusual 
occurrence. The Spirit was poured upon the 
people; showers of blessing came upon us. 
Everybody talked salvation; men and women 
stopped each other on the street to “tell the 
story.” It was a genuine pentecostal time, 
and so thoroughly did the Holy Spirit plead 
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with the people that many hardened sinners 
confessed that they “dare not go to church for 
fear of being converted.” 

The burden of the work was in getting men 
and women—some of them well advanced in 
years, and terribly soured against all things re- 
ligious—to come out to church; and here was 
where God used us to the best advantage. My 
wife’s health improved rapidly, and we made a 
house-to-house visit of all the Protestant fami- 
lies (ninety-six) on the hill, and we offered 
prayer in every family. In most instances we 
- were received kindly ; but not half of the people 
that we prayed with knelt down. Some sat 
up and read newspapers while we prayed, and 
in one cabin the man, when asked if we could 
“call upon the Lord,” gruffly replied, “ You 
can if you want to; you seem to need it.” But 
we got down, wife and I, and called on the 
Lord, while the head of the house stood up by 
the stove and smoked his pipe, seemingly in- 
different to our petition that “God would let 
light shine in dark places.” We got the vic- 
tory. The man subsequently found peace in 
Christ, and now worships God with his whole 
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house. Several men and women who had 
‘“‘sworn they would never darken the doors of 
a church again” were prevailed upon to “go 
up to the house of the Lord,” and later they 
came ‘‘up to the help of the Lord against the 
mighty.” The personal blessings we enjoyed 
in this systematic visitation and prayer strength- 
ened our faith wonderfully, and quite a num- 
ber were brought into the fold, verifying the 
promise: “Again I say unto you, That if two 
of you shall agree on earth as touching any- 
thing that they shall ask, it shall be done for 
them of my Father which is in heaven.” 

Many times, when the prospect for making 
an impression on the hardest subjects seemed 
very discouraging, my wife would quote this 
promise in her prayer, declaring that “we two 
are agreed as touching this thing, and, more 
than this, it is the Father’s good pleasure to 
give them the kingdom.’’ Hardened hearts 
were melted in these seasons of prayer, and 
glorious results followed. To God be all the 
glory! 

The glad tidings of great joy, “that souls 
were being saved in the summer time,” reached 
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beyond the bounds of Troy Conference. A 
few of the notices of the work that appeared 
in print follow. 

The Plattsburg Sentinel of May 27, 1892, 
said in its Lyon Mountain news: 

‘There is considerable interest taken in the 
Methodist Episcopal Church since the change 
of ministers in April. Rev. S. P. Allen and 
wife are both sincere workers for Christ and 
the Church. Mr. Allen is from Troy, where 
he was formerly connected with the Z7zmes of- 
fice of that city. They are doing a grand work 
here and at Standish. Last evening there was 
one lady taken into full membership, and eleven 
were taken on probation. There have been 
others taken on probation before yesterday.” 

The same paper, of July 28, had this item: 

“‘ Interesting services were held at the Meth- 
odist Church, Lyon Mountain, Sunday, when 
thirty persons were baptized. Presiding Elder 
G. A. Barrett was present, communion service 
followed, and altogether it was an impressive 
and solemn occasion. The new pastor in charge, 
Rev. S. P. Allen, is meeting with marked ‘suc- 


cess in his work.” 
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In August the following appeared in the 
Northern Christian Advocate, of which the Rev. 
J. E. C. Sawyer, D.D., was editor: 

“A remarkable revival is in progress at 
Lyon Mountain, Plattsburg District. More 
than fifty conversions have already taken place, 
and the revival interest is still deepening and 
widening. The pastor, Rev. S. P. Allen, is in 
the first year of his appointment and of his 
public ministry. An accomplished journalist, 
he resigned a prominent position on the staff 
of the Troy Zzmes to give himself wholly to 
the work to which God had called him. His 
devoted earnestness, accompanied by the di- 
vine blessing, has resulted in an emphatic af- 
firmative answer to the question. This note 
is written by the editor of the Worthern, and 
no one will be so surprised to see it as his 
friend, Brother Allen.” 

September 5, 1892,the Troy 7zmes contained 
this item, among other religious notes: 

“The friends of Rev. Stanton P. Allen, for- 
merly of the Zzmes staff, are pleased to hear 
of his continued success in church work at 
Lyon Mountain. Last evening five more were 
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received on probation at Mr. Allen’s church, 
‘making a total of eighty-five since he took 
charge of the church at the beginning of the 
Conference year. Work in the pulpit has been 
supplemented by a house-to-house visitation 
by the pastor and his wife, and the results 
have exceeded the expectations of Mr. Allen. 
His work as a pastor is marked by the same 
qualities which distinguished him as a journal- 
ist. Whatsoever his hands find to do he does 
with his might. He was faithful and conscien- 
tious as a news-gatherer, and in the high call- 
ing of ministering to the spiritual needs of his 
flock he is equally zealous and successful. 
Everyone who knows Mr. Allen—and_ his. 
friends in Troy and vicinity are legion — re- 
joices that his labors are crowned with such 
rich returns.” 

The following is from the Plattsburg Sez¢z- 
nel of September 30, 1892: 

“ At the Methodist Church, Sunday, sixteen 
persons were baptized by Rev. George A. Bar- 
rett, presiding elder, assisted by Rev. W. H. 
Edwards. An excellent sermon was preached 
by the elder in the morning. The sacrament 
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of the Lord’s Supper was administered. At 
the evening service ten converts were received 
on probation by the pastor, Rev. S. P. Allen, 
making one hundred and six probationers en- 
rolled since April. The evening meeting was in- 
augurated by an enthusiastic service, conducted 
by the Epworth League, and led by President 
George H. Myers, assisted by Captain A. Mc- 
Donald, J. M. Davies, W. B. Hodgson, and R. 
L. Bull, trustees of the church. The singing 
by the chorus choir, led by ‘Albert J. Eddy, 
chorister—Miss Mamie Eddy presiding at the 
organ—was a pleasing feature of the service.”’ 

New Year’s Day was a joyful time to many 
souls which had been in darkness a year before. 
The Plattsburg Sentinel of January 6, 1893, 
contained the following: 

“The new year opened auspiciously for the 
Methodist Church at Lyon Mountain, and was 
ushered in at a watch-night meeting, which 
was largely attended, and led by the pastor, 
Rev. S. P. Allen. The roll of membership, in- 
cluding probationers, was called; only one 
death had occurred during the year. At 9:30 
o’clock Sunday morning a love feast was held, 


A SUMMER REVIVAL. 155 


at the close of which twelve adults and five 
children were baptized by Rev. Anson Cheese- 
man, Chaplain of Clinton Prison, who also 
preached an excellent sermon at the regular 
service following the love feast. Several joined 
the church on probation at the morning serv- 
ice, and also at the evening service, at which 
the chaplain gave an interesting revival talk. 
The evening closed with a consecration serv- 
ice. The week of prayer is observed, meetings 
being held every evening this week. Since 
April one hundred and thirty-two persons have 
been received on probation, and the revival 
spirit still prevails.” 

In the meantime I had found opportunity 
to study for admission on trial at the annual 
session of the Troy Conference, to be held at 
Albany in April, 1893. In this I was handi- 
capped, to a considerable extent, by frequent 
attacks of a paralytic nature upon the optic 
nerve. Whenever I studied a few hours ata 
time the attacks came with great severity, and 
the affliction was hard to endure. Yet I went 
on, doing the best I could, suffering much an- 
noyance from the attacks, but greatly helped by 
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the treatment of Dr. W. C. Thompson, in con- 
nection with Dr. J. H. Woodward, of Burling- 
ton, Vt. Before the Conference met I had 
mastered the course, and rejoiced to feel that, 
while God had not seen fit to relieve me from the 
“thorn in the flesh,” he had given me of his 
grace sufficient to carry me along. I labored - 
under difficulties that at any previous period in 
my existence would have utterly cast me down. 
But I contended that if God desired the work 
to be done by me he would give me strength to 
do it; and he graciously blessed all my efforts. 

Soon after our arrival at Lyon Mountain 
money to pay for a hand car—a four-wheeled 
conveyance, with a seat for two—was raised 
by subscription, and the pastor’s trips to Stan- 
dish, the out appointment, were made on this 
car. As only two could ride upon the car, 
and it required their united efforts to propel it 
up hill—there being a heavy grade on the re- 
turn—there was little opportunity for the pastor 
to “deadhead his way.” But there was no 
lack of willing volunteers to assist in rolling 
the “car of salvation.” There was one volun- 
teer, however—Fred Kimble, a stalwart ath- 
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lete, and who was one of our probationers— 
who always insisted on pulling the car alone. 

“You just pray and sing and I'll do the 
pulling,” he would say, and we would spin up 
the steep grade at a fair rate of speed, Kimble 
keeping time with his hands and feet on the 
propelling apparatus. All that was necessary 
to increase the speed was for the pastor to 
quicken the “measure of time.’’ Kimble was 
a Swede, and very much appreciated the songs 
of Zion. I tried to favor him as much as pos- 
sible, and where the grade was heavy I would 
sing long meter hymns, and where the grade 
was level lively tunes, such as, 


«Hallelujah ! ‘tis done! I believe on the Son ; 
I’m saved by the blood of the crucified One,” 


and Kimble would govern himself accordingly. 
Many times we met travelers along the rail- 
road, who would stand and gaze at us as we 
rolled by, wondering, I suppose, why we made 
so much noise, and what we could find to make 
us so enthusiastic in rolling a hand car up- 
grade. But the “joy of the Lord” was “our 
strength.” Sometimes my wife rode to Stan- 
dish with me on the hand car. 





The Car of Salvation. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 


{Interesting Incidents of the Descent of the Holy Ghost. 
—Sinners Plucked as Brands from the Burning.— 
Called up Higher, 


SUEDE”, July 10, 1892, was an eventful 

day. The pastor had prayed earnestly 
that he “ might be in the Spirit on the Lord’s 
day,”’ and God permitted him to see the salva- 
tion of the Lord demonstrated in a rather un- 
usual but altogether glorious manner. The 
morning service was largely attended and the 
church was filled. The preliminary exercises 
had been completed and the text announced 
(Matt. vi, 19-21), as follows: 

“Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon 
carth, where moth and rust doth corrupt, and 
where thieves break through and steal: 

“But lay up for yourselves treasures in 
heaven, where neither moth nor rust doth 
corrupt, and where thieves do not break 


through nor steal: 
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‘For where your treasure is, there will your 
heart be also.” 

In the introduction I emphasized the dec- 
laration, ‘‘ Behold, now is the accepted time; 
behold, now is the day of salvation;’’ and 
as I was proceeding I saw a tall, broad- 
shouldered man, sitting in about the center of 
the congregation, arise to his feet and move 
out of his pew to the aisle. I supposed he was 
going out, but instead he turned toward the 
pulpit and came rapidly forward with his eyes 
fixed on my face. As he came to the altar 
rail I reached out my hand, thinking he had 
some message for me; but he fell upon his 
knees and exclaimed, “ Pray for me xow; 
I’m a lost sinner asking for mercy.”’ 

I stepped down to the altar rail and called 
upon God to have mercy on the poor penitent 
who had come seeking the pardon of his 
sins. The power of the Holy Ghost came 
upon us, and we gave praises to the Lamb 
of God whose blood then and there atoned 
for the poor man’s sins. When he arose 
from his knees he knew the blessedness of the 
promise : 
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“1 will pour water on him that is thirsty, 
I will pour floods upon the dry ground. 
Open your hearts to the gift of the Spirit, 
While thou art seeking me, I will be found.” 


Few in the congregation were unaffected by 
the Spirit’s presence. WhenI returned to the 
desk and continued the discourse the Spirit 
gave me utterance, and I spoke with much 
more power and freedom than ever before. 
It was a thrilling episode of that glorious Sab- 
bath. The seeker, John C. Huntington, was 
perfectly sober, and he was soon enrolled as 
one of our active members, together with his 
wife, who was converted about the same time. 
He often told me that the sense of his need of 
pardon was so great that morning, and he saw 
the necessity of confessing Christ at once so 
plainly, that he believed that had he kept 
silent ‘“‘the benches would have cried out.” 
He is still fighting the good fight of faith, 
trusting that God will sustain him to the end. 

Another remarkable demonstration of the 
power of God to save those who will come 
unto him was witnessed one evening in our 


Epworth League meeting. There had been 
II 
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a season of prayer, and the hymn, “ Cleansing 


, 


Fountain,” was started: 


“ There is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins ; 
And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 


“The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day ; 
And there may I, though vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away.” 
As the third line of the second stanza was 
reached, 


« And there may I, though vile as he,” . 


a man arose from one of the center seats and 
hobbled to the altar on crutches. It was 
Adam John Leigh, a one-legged miner, who 
had been dangerously injured in the mines 
several years before. As he reached the altar 
rail he threw down his crutches and prostrated 
himself, calling upon God to pardon his sins. 
I at once moved to his side and others came 
to the altar. The prayer and praise service 
that followed inspired me for the evening 
sermon, and the exercises concluded with a 
half dozen men and women seeking the Lord. 
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Leigh came to be a power in prayer and testi- 
mony, and his wife soon joined her husband in 
the service of Prince Immanuel. 

As illustrative of the spiritual condition of 
the inhabitants of Lyon Mountain, it may be 
stated that at the time of the accident in 
which Leigh was injured only one man could 
be readily found to pray with the victim, who 
was supposed to be fatally wounded. This was 
Andrew W. Fee, who subsequently became a 
pillar in the Church. Mr. Fee was instru- 
mental in the organization of a Sunday school, 
of which he was for many years superintend- 
ent, and also a leading spirit in the building 
of the Methodist church at Lyon Mountain. 
He was foreman in the railroad shops of the 
Chateaugay Company. After his reawaken- 
ing Brother Fee doubled his diligence in the 
Lord’s cause, and remained steadfast and true 
when the clouds seemed almost to obscure the 
-light of salvation on the mountain. But he 
triumphed in seeing the cause of Zion pros- 
pered and sinners flocking to the altar in the 
church which he had done so mutch to estab- 
lish. 
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The conversion of the choir was a glorious 
victory. The first Sunday I preached at Lyon 
Mountain I was surprised to learn that there 
were no hymnals in the congregation, and the 
choir had only a few hymnals and anthem 
books. Upon my return to Troy I stated the 
case to William H. Hollister, Jr., son-in-law of 
the late Joseph Hillman, author of the Re- 
vivalist, and he brought the matter to the 
notice of Mrs. Hillman. They gave me thirty 
copies for the church at Lyon Mountain, and 
it was a joyful occasion the night that I pre- 
sented them to the people at our prayer meet- 
ing on behalf of Mrs. Hillman. I related some 
of the good deeds that excellent lady and her 
husband had done for me and mine, and sev- 
eral persons were persuaded then and there to 
‘flee from the wrath to come.” The singing 
of the stirring songs from the Revivalist greatly 
helped us in our work. 

The choir was a little inclined to “visit” 
during the preaching service—nothing particu- 
larly annoying except the “buzz, buzz, 
buzzing,” as I was speaking. One Sabbath 
evening the “visiting” was quite conspicuous, . 
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and I turned to the choir to say something, 
but the good Spirit seemed to say, “ Be pa- 
tient; they do not mean to be discourteous ; 
they may get converted if you are patient and 
pray forthem.’’ SolI smiled as I glanced into 
their faces, and this seemed to attract their 
attention to the sermon, and there was no 
cause for complaint again that evening. I had 
reason to praise God for keeping me from 
speaking to them that night, for I find this 
memorandum at the foot of the chapter in the 
Bible that I read the night of June 2, 1892: 

“ The choir all converted. Bless the Lord!” 

It was Thursday night, at the regular prayer 
meeting, that the last one yielded. The first 
to stand up for Jesus was our organist, Miss 
Mamie Eddy, and the others came in the order 
named: Mrs. Elma A. Yole, who, with Miss 
Eddy was taken on probation May 22; Irving 
H. Palmer, who had once been on probation, 
but had fallen away, was the next, and he, with 
Albert J. Eddy, chorister, and father of the 
organist, and Miss Minnie Cantell, were re- 
ceived on probation May 29. William R. 
Yole (husband of Elma), Miss Mary Ann 
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Vivian, and Miss Maggie Egan were admitted 
to probation June 5. Later Mrs. Georgie 
Larson joined the choir, and she was not long 
in seeking salvation, being received on proba- 
tion September 25, and in less than a month 
her husband, Ole Larson, had also been con- 
verted. Mr. and Mrs. Larson were received 
into full connection April 9, 1893. All the 
other members of the choir were received at 
the end of their probation. They were all 
faithful singers of the songs of Zion, singing 
with the spirit and the understanding also. 

And so enthasiastic were they in thus serv- 
ing God that they sang at all our class and 
prayer meetings and the meetings of the Ep- 
worth League just as regularly as they did at 
the Sunday services. Too high an estimate 
cannot be placed on the value of their work 
in our “summer revival.” My prayer is that 
some sweet day I shall hear them all singing 
before the throne of God: 

“Blessing, and glory, and wisdom, and 
thanksgiving, and honor, and power, and 
might be unto our God forever and. ever. 
Amen.” 
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Tuesday afternoon, July 12, 1892, we called 
at a cabin on West Mine Street, the residence 
of Henry Dockum, a young man employed in 
the mines. The family at that time consisted 
of himself, his wife, Daisy, nineteen years old, 
their daughter Hazel, three years of age, and 
Mrs. Dockum’s mother, Mrs. Olive Berryman. 
Not one of them was a church member; but 
after we had prayed with them Mrs. Dockum 
stated that she desired to be a Christian, and 
it was her purpose to go to the meetings and 
join the church. She said she would also ask 
her husband to go with her; he was at work 
when we called. 

Soon after our visit Mrs. Dockum began to 
attend the meetings. She seemed deeply in- 
terested, and Mrs. Allen and myself often ex- 
horted her to seek salvation. Her excuse was 
that she desired to wait till her husband would 
go with her to the altar. I cautioned her 
against delay: 

“ Now is the accepted time; behold, now is 
the day of salvation.” 

“ Therefore, be ye alsoready; for in such an 
hour as ye think not, the Son of man cometh.”’ 
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Quoting these Scripture texts to her I urged 
her to at once seek pardon and peace. 

Sunday evening, August 14, she was pres- 
ent at the evening service, and sat with her 
little daughter about midway of the church. 
At the close of the sermon the invitation for 
seekers to come to the altar was given. I 
noticed that she had taken little Hazel in her 
arms and was weeping. The choir sang: 

“Come, for all else must fail and die; 
Earth is no resting place for thee ; 


Heavenward direct thy weeping eye, 
I am thy portion; Come to me!” 


Mrs. Dockum placed Hazel in the arms of a 
lady friend, “ pressed through the crowd,” 
touched the hem of His garment, and was 
made whole, rising from the altar with her face 
all aglow with love to him who had washed 
her in his precious blood. Her conversion was 
clear and glorious. Three weeks from that 
night God gave her the desire of her heart, and 
her husband knelt at the altar seeking forgive- 
ness for his sins, 

A few weeks later Mrs. Dockum was taken 
ill. When the pastor called to pray with her 
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she declared that she was thankful that she 
had found the Saviour before the sickness had 
come. “And Iam so rejoiced to know,” she 
continued, “that if I should now be taken 
from Henry and Hazel that we have the prom- 
ise of being an unbroken family in the king- 
dom of God.” - 

She rallied for a few days, and her recovery 
was expected; but early Sunday morning, Oc- 
tober 9, the death messenger came suddenly, 
and the spirit of the young wife and mother 
returned to God who gave it. 

The funeral was one of the saddest events 
of our pastorate. Mrs. Berryman, mother of 
the deceased, was lying critically ill in a room 
adjoining the one in which her daughter died. 
She was not permitted to look upon the face 
of her darling Daisy, as the physicians said it 
might bring on a fatal attack. The casket 
containing Mrs. Dockum’s body was taken out 
through a window, that the stricken mother 
might not know when the corpse was removed. 

The remains were taken to Peru for inter- 
ment, and the funeral was attended by a large 
concourse of people that had known and loved 
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the tender flower so early plucked for the Mas- 
ter’s kingdom. 

It seemed almost impossible to reconcile 
Mrs. Berryman to the loss of her daughter. 
We comforted her as best we could and com- 
mended her to Christ. During the fall she 
recovered sufficiently to come out to church 
occasionally. One evening, as she sat in the 
identical seat that Daisy occupied the night 
she found her Saviour, and was also hold- 
ing little Hazel in her lap, she broke into 
tears. When the invitation was given she 
walked to the altar with Hazel in her arms, 
knelt on the spot where her daughter had 
knelt, and there found the fulfillment of the 
promise : 

“Whosoever heareth need not delay, 
Now the door is open, enter while you may, 


Jesus is the true, the only living way, 
Whosoever will may come,” 


Thus did God sanctify the death of the 
daughter in the salvation of the aged mother. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 


Three Trustees Won Over to the Lord’s Side.—The 
Pastor’s Vacation.—Shining Lights from the Moun- 
tain. 


HREE of the trustees of the Lyon Moun- 

tain Methodist Episcopal Church were not 
Christians when I assumed the pastorate. 
They were Captain Archibald McDonald, 
John M. Davies, and William B. Hodgson. 
They were prominent citizens, the first named 
being superintendent of the mines, the second 
superintendent of the railroad and machine 
shops, and the third superintendent of the 
separators. They had been steadfast in their 
support financially during the ‘church war” 
on the mountain, when efforts were made to 
break down the Methodist organization to 
establish an Episcopal Church. The scheme 
did not succeed. These men were all quite 
advanced in years, the captain being the 
eldest. Mr. Hodgson was a war veteran, and 
I soon enjoyed his confidence, being a com- 
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rade, and it was not long till his associate 
trustees also expressed their friendship to the 
new pastor and their desire to aid the cause 
of God in the place. I frequently urged them 
personally to yield themselves to be saved. 
The captain declared that he had “no feeling” 
in that direction. He had once, in early life, 
started to serve God, but had “ backslid,” and 
could not become interested in that way again. 
Mr. Davies said he was trying to “ make him- 
self better”—had left off some bad habits— 
but did not feel confidence enough in the plan 
of salvation to stand up and boldly declare his 
purpose to follow the Saviour. Comrade Hodg- 
son declared himself to be “beyond redempt- 
tion.” He had once been an enthusiastic and 
prominent member of the Methodist Episcopal 
Church, and had fallen from grace ; he thought 
the Lord could hardly restore to him the joys 
of salvation. They all came regularly to 
church, and “talked religion’ among their 
friends. The captain’s wife was on probation, 
but she was somewhat prejudiced in favor of 
the Baptists. Subsequently she became one 
of our most prominent and effective church 
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workers, overcoming all her scruples about the 
Methodist doctrines. 

One day I met the three trustees on the 
trestle near the separator, and we had an in- 
terview that continued about two hours. 
-The burden of my exhortation was that they 
were really no help to the church spiritually ; 
that, on the contrary, they were stumbling- 
blocks in the way of others who might come 
to Christ but for their example. 

“Gentlemen,” said I, “you profess to have 
the cause of God at heart; you attend the 
meetings, and when the invitation is given for 
those who desire to seek salvation to come 
forward to the altar you do not move. You 
say by this act that you do not desire to be 
saved—virtually that you do not need a Sav- 
iour—and other men who look up to you as 
exemplary citizens and good moral men also 
stay in their seats on the theory that if you 
do not think it worth while to serve the Lord 
they need not bother themselves about it. 
Thus you block the wheels of the car of salva- 
tion. Your influence is not on the Lord’s side; 
no, it is on the side of the evil spirit who 
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dominates the souls of men who thus stand in 
their own light, and as stumbling-blocks in 
the way of others.” 

This was plain talk, and other points along 
the same line were made by the pastor. The 
old stereotyped charges of “hypocrisy” against 
church members and the like were discussed, 
and finally I told them that the only reason 
they did not come over on the Lord’s side 
was because they really did not desire to be 
saved, and could not humiliate themselves to 
make the prayer, “Lord, have mercy upon 
me a sinner.” 

I instanced the healing of Naaman the leper, 
who had to get down out of his chariot and 
wash seven times in the waters of the Jordan; 
also the case of the blind man whom Jesus 
‘told to ‘Go, wash in the pool of Siloam.” In 
each case—the mighty military-chieftain and 
the poor blind man—the command was sim- 
ply, “‘ Go, wash and be clean.” I also empha- 
sized the scriptural doctrine that God is no 
respecter of persons, and that “Whosoever 
will may come and take of the water of life 
freely,” 
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This outdoor sermon bore fruit. They had 
never been told before that ‘influential offi- 
cers of the church, who made no profession of 
religion, were really obstacles in the way of 
the salvation of the people.” It was a revela- 
tion to them. At first they were inclined to 
resent it, but at each outbreak on their side I 
would quote the word of God on these lines, . 
and everytime I had a “Thus saith the Lord” 
to answer them. I felt that the Holy Ghost 
in power was with me, and the “ battle was 
the Lord’s.” 

“Well,” said one, “we can stay away from 
church, and then the work will go.” 

“No,” I replied; “it is your duty to hear 
the word, and it is also commanded, ‘ Let him 
that heareth say, Come.’ ” 

Then I went to my closet for prayer, and 
although the trustees had seemed as obdurate 
at the close of the interview as at the begin- 
ning—and one left us before we got through—— 
I received the assurance that God was pleased 
with my effort to convince them of their need 
of salvation. Before that I had prayed that 
they might be converted because of their 
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prominence in the community ; now my peti- 
tion was, “‘O Lord, let thy Holy Spirit so con- 
vince these men of their need of forgiveness 
of sin that they will be constrained to call 
upon thee, ‘Jesus, thou Son of David, have 
mercy on me.’ Not because they are promi- 
nent, nor because it would. be more to God’s 
glory to save them than other sinners, but 
that the blood of Christ may triumph over 
the world, the flesh, and the devil, and be- 
cause the Son of God died for them that they 
might receive eternal life.” 

I was blessed wonderfully in communion 
with the Lord on this point, and the thought 
of working for the salvation of these men be- 
cause of their high standing in the community 
gave way to a burning desire for their salva- 
tion because they were sinning against Christ. 
My faith in their conversion was strengthened 
a hundredfold. It had .been suggested to me 
when I first went to Lyon Mountain that if I 
could get these three men converted—but the 
suggester considered it impossible—the whole 
community would turn to the Lord and seek 
salvation. Now I realized that the soul of 
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the poorest sinner on the hill was as precious 
in the sight of Christ as that of the first citizen 
of the United States, and my work ever after 
was on this basis. Ninety persons had sought 
the Lord and been received on probation be- 
fore either of the three unconverted trustees 
really expressed a desire to “flee from the 
wrath to come.” 

Sunday, September 11, 1892, was a glorious 
day with us. I preached in the morning from 
the text, ‘“ Thou art weighed in the balances, 
and art found wanting” (Dan. v, 27). The 
Lord blessed the word, and the Spirit moved 
mightily in the hearts of the people. As Iwas 
leaving the church I found Captain McDonald 
and Trustees Davies and Hodgson near the 
‘door. They called me aside and said that 
“they had decided to give me a vacation. Said 
the spokesman: 

“You have worked hard all summer, and we 
all appreciate your efforts in the good cause. 
You need rest, and so we have voted to give 
you three or four weeks’ vacation, just as you 
say, and we will get a supply for the pulpit.” 


A vacation! And three or four seekers at 
I2 
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the altar every Sunday evening, and also at 
the prayer and class meetings! It was far 
from my thought, though I appreciated the 
interest shown in my welfare, 

“Very well,” I replied, “I will accept your 
kind offer on one condition.” 

“ What-is it?” 

“That you three men will go to the altar 
to-night and give your hearts to God.” 

“ That's another thing.” 

“Well, that’s my wltzmatum.” 

I went to the parsonage, and then to Stan- 
dish, the out appointment, returning in time 
for the evening service at Lyon Mountain. 

At the close of the sermon, as was my cus- 
tom, I invited any who desired to be prayed 
for to raisethe hand. Two or three responded, 
and while I was exhorting others to do so 
Captain McDonald arose and said: 

“Tam not standing up here to be prayed 
for, but there is a matter about the pastor’s 
vacation that I want to present at this time.” 

This was very discouraging to me. I felt 
that if the captain did not desire salvation for 
himself he might have kept still till others had 
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had an opportunity to seek the Lord. Here 
he was breaking in on the regular order of 
‘service with something about my vacation. 
He continued : 

“The trustees have voted the pastor a vaca- 
tion, and he has said that he will accept it only 
on the condition that the three unconverted 
trustees of the church will yield themselves to 
besaved. Now, I have no feeling to goto the 
altar; but the pastor has assured me that if I 
will draw nigh to God he will draw nigh to me. 
I am persuaded to make the trial. I once 
started to serve the Lord. How I came to 
fall away is known to God and myself; but 
I am going to make another trial, so here 
am I.” 

The captain left his seat and started for the 
altar. There were loud and glorious “ halle- 
lujahs ” in all parts of the house. On his way 
he stopped at the pew of Mr. Davies, and the 
latter also started for the altar. As the two 
walked down the aisle together the power of 
the Holy Ghost came upon the people, and 
soon the altar was filled with seekers for par- 
don. After Captain McDonald had prostrated 
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himself at the altar he saw that Mr. Hodgson 
was not there, and he arose and went back into 
the audience to bring him. But the evil spirit 
was around, and the old soldier said, “ Not 
to-night, captain.” The tears were streaming 
down his face, and I knew he would not be 
long in following his associates. 

The altar service that followed will never be 
forgotten by those present. The testimonies 
of the seekers gave evidence of their heaven- 
born purposes to give up all for Jesus, and it 
was nearly ten o’clock when the “amens” 
ceased in the church. 

Brother Hodgson held out till Tuesday even- 
ing, and then at the class meeting he “‘ yielded 
to be saved,” and testified that he had resolved 
to ever after follow the Saviour. As he stood 
to confess his need of Christ, he said: 

“Fifteen years ago I came to Lyon Moun- 
tain a God-fearing man. I tried to serve the 
Lord, but the air was blue with profanity, and 
righteousness was at a discount here. I fell, 
and strayed away from my Saviour, till I came 
to think that there was no longer any mercy 
for me. But God has again spoken to me, 


A SUMMER REVIVAL, 181 


and with his help 1 will from this day serve 
him as long as I live.” 

From that time forward the three trustees 
were solid pillars in the temple. They were 
active in church work, and enthusiastically 
supported the pastor in his revival efforts. 
June 27, 1893; Brother Hodgson, with his wife 
and daughter Bessie, also members of the 
church, removed to New England, going down 
from the mountain as bright and shining lights 
in the Master’s service. Captain McDonald, 
with his family, removed in October to Cham- 
plain, and they also took with them the best 
wishes of all for their continued success in the 
journey of life. Brother Davies remains at 
this writing a member and trustee of the 
church, desiring the prosperity of Zion. 

The loss of the families of Brothers McDon- 
ald and Hodgson and many others, incident 
upon the closing of the iron mines, was keenly 
felt by those who remained; but we had this 
comforting assurance, that they went forth, two 
by two, like the disciples of old, to tell the 
wonderful story of regeneration through the 
blood of the Lamb. 





Lyon Mountain Methodist Episcopal Church. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 


Close of the Conference Year.—Admitted on Trial.— 
The Elder’s Report.—Returned for Another Year. 


A PLEASANT incident of our pastorate at 
Lyon Mountain was referred to in the 
Troy Zimes of September 27, 1892, as follows: 
“At Lyon Mountain, Saturday evening, 
members of the Methodist church called at 
the ‘log cabin’ parsonage and surprised Rev. 
and Mrs. Stanton P. Allen by presenting them 
an elegant silver service. The presentation 
was made by Rev. George A. Barrett, Presid- 
ing Elder of the Plattsburg District, who, with 
Mrs. Barrett, was a guest at the parsonage. 
The occasion was the twenty-fifth anniversary 
of the marriage of Mr. and Mrs. Allen. Their 
daughter, Mrs. William H. Edwards, wife of 
the pastor at Clintonville, was present with 
her husband.” 
Sunday, April 9, 1893, the last Sabbath of 
the Conference year, was a day of power and 
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salvation. Ten probationers were received into 
full membership, and at the closing service in 
the evening there were two men at the altar 
seeking pardon. 

The Conference was held at Albany, begin- 
ning April 12, and at its session I was admitted 
on trial, having passed the entrance examina- 
tion in the prescribed course of study. 

In his report of the revival work on the 
Plattsburg District, Presiding Elder Barrett 
said : 

“The revival spirit has prevailed to quite an 
extent throughout the district, though the 
extreme severity of the winter and the wide- 
spread sickness in several instances prevented 
the securing of best results. Yet, I think, the 
pastors’ reports will show a year of more than 
average ingathering. Special mention may be 
made of the work at. Willsborough, Saranac 
Lake, Schuyler’s Falls, Plattsburg, Whitehall, 
Peaseleyville, and Lyon Mountain. At the 
last named place a phenomenal work of grace 
has been in progress during the entire year, in 
consequence of which a vigorous spiritual so- 
ciety of some eighty-five full members and 
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eighty probationers exists to-day where one 
year ago less than a score of faithful souls con- 
stituted the total membership of the church. 
A strong Epworth League is organized of 
seventy-five active members, and the work still 
goes on.” : 

The following statistical items were given in 
the annual report of the pastorate at Lyon 
Mountain: 
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All the benevolent collections were taken, 
and every apportionment was met in full, and 
the new pastor’s heart was made glad when, 
at the closing session of the Conference, he 
was appointed to return to Lyon Mountain 
for another year. Our son-in-law was ap- 
pointed to Bloomingdale, the next charge west, 
on the Chateaugay Railroad, so that we had 
reason to be pleased with all these arrange- 
ments, and could say “ Amen” to the wisdom 
of the appointing authorities of the Troy Con- 
ference. 





Picked fromthe Christmas Tree. 
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CHAPTER XX. 


The Mines Closed.—The Exodus from Lyon Mountain. 
—Death of Mother Tisdell.—Still Abiding in the 
Promises.—On Pisgah’s Top Again. 

OON after our return from Conference 
rumors were current that the mines of the 

Chateaugay Ore and Iron Company at Lyon 

Mountain would be closed down for an indefi- 

nite period, and these reports proved true in 

a few weeks. A general exodus followed, as 

there is no other industry in the place, and 

everything depended on the mines. As fast 
as they could find employment elsewhere the ~ 
miners and those employed in the various 
departments removed from the Mountain, but 
quite a large number remained, taking chances 
on the mines resuming operations either in 
the fall or spring. Of course, a large break 
was made in the ranks of our church, and some 
of our strongest members left the Mountain. 

But the good Lord kept together in the faith 

enough of his followers to give us a good-sized 
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congregation on Sabbath days, so there was 
no lack for opportunity to preach the word. 
Even in these trying times the “ Spirit hovered 


9” 


o’er us,’’ and there were several seekers for 
pardon and peace at our regular meetings. 
August 8, 1893, we received a letter from 
Atlanta, Ga., stating that Mrs. A. J. Tisdell, 
my wife’s mother, was dangerously ill, and 
Mrs. Allen started the next morning for At- 
lanta, hoping to reach her mother in time to 
see her alive and receive her benediction. But 
this was not to be, for when she arrived at 
Atlanta, Friday, August 11, at noon, her 
mother was already dead and buried, having 
“walked through .the valley of the shadow of 
death,’ fearing no evil, for His rod and his 
staff comforted her. She quietly sank to sleep 
trusting in her Saviour, and assuring those 
around her bedside that “not a wave of 
trouble rolled across her peaceful breast.” Her 
victory over sin and death was gloriously 
manifested, and she declared her willingness to 
go and stand before the Great Judge, confi- 
dent that her soul had been cleansed in the 
blood of the Saviour, and that her name was 
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written in the Lamb’s book of life. The Wes- 
leyan Advocate, published at Atlanta, Ga., con- 
tained the following obituary: 

“Mrs. A. J. Tisdell was born in Augusta, 
Ga., March 4, 1826, and died in Atlanta, Ga., 
August 7, 1893. She was a member of the 
Methodist Church at the time of her death, 
and had been for nine years, having been a 
Catholic previously. She was married twice, 
first to Mr. J. C. Hunt, and after his death to 
Mr. James Tisdell, who preceded her to the 
grave some several years. To her were born 
several children, four of whom survive her, 
namely, Colonel J. A. Hunt and Mrs. M. J. 
Strickland, of Atlanta; Mrs. E. C. Dean, of 
Norcross; and Mrs. Annie E. Allen, of Troy, 
N.Y. Sister Tisdell, like her Lord, was ever 
ready to help distressed humanity. She never 
turned one empty away. She fed the hungry, 
clothed the naked, and visited and minis- 
tered to the sick. Many will call her blessed 
in that day. For a number of years she was 
afflicted, yet she bore her afflictions with great 
religious fortitude and patience. During her 
late illness she frequently referred to her reli- 
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gious experience—rich, deep, beautiful. Her 
faith in God was implicit, her hope of a blessed 
transmission from earth to heaven was buoy- 
ant, her readiness to meet ~-her Lord was 
thorough, her desire to depart and be with 
him amounted to an anxiety. She passed 
away from us as serenely as a setting sun ona 
summer eve. We haven’t a doubt that her 
entrance through the gate into the city was 
abundant. The bereft have our deepest sym- 
pathy.” 

And we that remain of those who owe their 
salvation, directly or indirectly, tothe influence 
of that sacred promise made by the little girl to 
her grandmother, now rejoicing in the presence 
of her Saviour, are enabled by God’s grace to 
say, ‘‘ Father, thy will be done.” And as we 
cherish the blessed memory of the one gone 
before, we can join in singing, 

“O how sweet it will be in that beautiful land, 

So free from all sorrow and pain; 


With songs on our lips and with harps in our hands, 
To meet one another again!” 


By way of appendix, perhaps the following 
item from the Lyon Mountain news in the 
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Plattsburg Sentinel, of January 5, 1894, will 
be of interest : 

“Among the good things picked off the 
Christmas tree at the Methodist church was 
a dispatch from Rev. W. H. Edwards, at 
Bloomingdale, announcing the birth, Christmas 
Day, of ason to Mr. and Mrs. Edwards. The 
boy is a grandson of Rev. S. P. Allen, pastor 
of the Lyon Mountain Methodist Episcopal 
Church.”’ 

And how comforting are the words found in 
Acts li, 39: “For the promise is unto you, 
and to your children, and to all that are afar 
off, even as many as the Lord our God shall 
call!” 

That the Father still careth for his children 
is plainly shown in the following, also from the 
Sentinel of the same date as the above: 

“Soon after midnight Monday (New Year’s) 
the building occupied by Moses Labrake as a 
harness shop and barn, on Saranac Street, 
Bloomingdale, was discovered to be on fire. 
The wind was blowing strongly from the south- 
west, and the sparks were carried on to the 
roof of the Labrake dwelling, which also took 
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fire. It was difficult to get water, and the vil- 
lagers shoveled snow upon the flames as best 
they could. Water was also drawn in barrels 
from the river. Mr. Labrake’s family were not 
at home, and there was no one in the house of 
Mr. Otis, next door south. At one time the 
wind blew the burning brands across the street 
and in the vicinity of the Methodist church. 
The parsonage, next door north of Labrake’s, 
was also in danger. While the men were 
fighting the fire several ladies met at the par- 
sonage, in which Mrs. Rev. W. H. Edwards 
was lying ill, having given birth to a son 
Christmas Day. They prayed that the fire 
might not reach the parsonage and church, as 
it threatened to do. Suddenly the wind 
shifted and came from the northeast, blowing 
the sparks away from the threatened buildings. 
The harness shop was destroyed and Mr. 
Labrake’s house was badly damaged, but the 
other buildings on the north were saved, as 
were also Mr. Otis’s residence and barn on the 
south. The fire was discovered by Mrs. Allen, 
who, with her husband, Rev. S. P. Allen, of 
Lyon Mountain, was visiting at the Methodist 
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Episcopal parsonage. The citizens fought the 
flames for nearly two hours before the fire was 
under control, and the snow was shoveled on 
the ruins of the harness shop till 6 o’clock 
A.M. The shifting of the wind prevented a 
serious conflagration, and the saving of any 
part. of the Labrake house was considered 
wonderful.” Hes 

In the trial of their faith during the year of 
depression that followed the closing of the 
mines, our brethren exhibited remarkable for- 
titude and confidence in the God of their sal- 
vation. Our meetings were seasons of refresh- 
ing. Some who could not tell where the next 
pound of meal or meat was to come from, gave 
testimony that all their need was supplied, 
“according to his riches in glory by Christ 
esasee ft 

The last Quarterly Conference of the yeag 
was a sorrowful occasion. At that time there 
were but four members of the church who 
were under pay at Lyon Mountain. The out- 
look was considered so discouraging, particu- 
larly as those who were employed felt that 
they might “go” at any hour, that the officials 

13 
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of the church did not deem it prudent to ask 
for a preather for another year, with any guar- 
antee of salary. The matter was left with 
Presiding Elder Barrett, to do as the Lord 
might reveal to him would be best for all con- 
cerned. We felt that a crisis was at hand, but 
somehow we could not doubt that God would 
“bring it to pass ” and give us the desires of 
our heart. Mrs. Allen said she. had not re- 
ceived any “instructions to pack up,” and we 
resolved not to draw a carpet tack or také a 
picture from the wall till we were officially 
ordered to ‘“‘ come down from Pisgah’s top.” 

We went to the Troy Conference at Cohoes, 
and the intimation from the “cabinet” was 
that we would be sent to the southern part of 
the Plattsburg District. But there were many 
prayers going up on Lyon Mountain that God 
would not leave that flock out in the wilder- 
ness withouta shepherd. A day or two before 
the “ slate’ had been finally completed, I re- 
ceived the following letter, containing practi- 
cally the same statement made in a communi- 
cation to the presiding elder: 
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“LYON MOUNTAIN, N.Y., 
das hes “April 11, 1894. 
‘‘ DEAR BROTHER ALLEN: 

‘“‘« Better late than never’ is an old saying. 
God 7s good, even to the poor people on Lyon 
Mountain; praise his holy name! -I have se- 
cured pledges for $300 for your salary next 
year. I will also have a cellar full of potatoes, 
God willing. Will you come back to us if 
Elder Barrett can arrange it? Brother Wood 
is very anxious, and so are the others. Conk- 
ling’s separator is to start, and perhaps we 
may. increase the pledges. I am, as ever, 

“ Yours in Jesus, 
“A, J. CUMMINGS.” 


“What do you say?” asked the presiding 
elder, when he read the letter. 

«“ Amen, we will go back.” 

And we did. 

Brother Cummings is planting his potatoes, 
and we together sing the praises of the King. 
Brother Cummings and Brother H. A. Wood, 
the new assistant to General Manager J. N. 
Stower, of the Chateaugay Comipany, went 
down to Cohoes, and remained at the Confer- 
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ence until they were assured that Brother 
Allen should be. returned to Lyon Mountain. 
Dannemora was added as an out appointment. 

The same morning that Brother Cummings’s 
letter reached me at Conference, and soon 
after I had told Elder Barrett that I would go 
back and eat “Jay’s potatoes,” Chaplain 
McCabe, that old comrade who always 
arouses enthusiasm among the Conference 
veterans, ascended the platform, shook hands" 
with Bishop Warren, and at once called for a 
$3 subscription from each minister of Troy 
Conference to pay for twenty copies yearly of 
the World-Wide Missions to be circulated 
among their parishioners. I had always be- 
fore responded to the chaplain’s appeals, but 
as I remembered that ‘I am to get along this 
year on $300, and potatoes,” it seemed to me 
that Icould scarcely put my name down for 
$3, one ‘per cent of my entire salary! But 
that old and ever-inspiring promise came to 
my help: 

“Trust in the Lord, and do good; so shalt 
thou dwell in the land, and verily thou shalt 
be fed.” . 
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I subscribed at once. 

And ‘that afternoon as I went down into 
the Sunday school room of the church to es- 
cape a draft from the door, near which I had 
taken a seat to hear a lecture, I came face to 
face with our old friend, Henry C. Curtis, of 
Troy, one of the survivors of Brother Hill- 
man’s praying band. When we clasped hands 
in greeting, there was slipped from his hand 
into mine a $5 gold piece, as he exclaimed, 
“Brother Allen, this is the Lord’s money, use 
it for his glory.” : 

And still the glad tidings come. At the 
Conference, Rev. A. W. Phillips, stationed 
at Lanesborough, Mass., introduced himself 
to me, saying: 

“Brother Allen, have you an aunt, Polly 
Young, in Williamstown? ”’ 

“Yes; my father’s oldest sister—all the rest 
are serving God, or gone home to glory.” 

“ Well, you may be pleased to know that 
just before I left for Conference I visited her, 
and she, her daughter Ellen, and the latter’s 
little child, were baptized—three generations 
at one time.” 
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Hallelujah ! 

This was said to be the coats of a mission- 
ary visit of my father not long betas to the 
home of his eldest sister. 

Incident to the change to include Danigi 
mora—the site of Clinton prison—in the Lyon 
Mountain Circuit, the following from the 
Plattsburg Sentinel of sina II, 1894, will be ae 
interest : 

““The appointment at the last session of the 
Troy Annual Conference of Rev. Stanton P. 
Allen, Pastor of the Methodist Church at Lyon 
Mountain, to supply the church at Danne- 
mora; leaves Standish without a supply. The 
removal of the family of S. P. Morgan from 
Standish to Mooers will be regretted by all 
interested in church affairs at Standish, where 
Mrs. Morgan has been the leading spirit of 
the church. She has been stewardess, super- 
intendent of the Sunday school, and mainly 
instrumental in keeping the little flock to- 
gether. Her eldest daughter, Miss Edna 
Morgan, has been the organist, and her effi: 
ciency in that position has been a.great help in 
sustaining the services. Under circumstances 
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that would have utterly discouraged any other 
community except Lyon Mountain, the peo- 
ple of Standish last year raised their quota of 
the pastor’s salary, and paid the current ex- 
penses of their church. Mr. Morgan has been 
the agent and manager of the Chateaugay 
Company, at Standish, for several years. His 
removal to Mooers is to engage in mercantile 
business. All who know the ‘family will be 
pleased to hear of their continued prosperity. 
Efforts will be made to maintain the Sunday 
school at Standish by Oliver Winch, the dis- 
trict school-teacher, and the few Protestants 
that remain, including the family of William 
Manly, at Twin Ponds.” 

As we remember the days of old and medi- 
tate on God’s mercy to us, we delight in rest- 
ing our faith, our hope, and our prospects on 
the blessed promises given by the Mighty to 
save in Matt. xxi, 22, and Rev. xxii, 17—the 
WHATSOEVER and the WHOSOEVER, for 


’Tis the promise of the Father, 
If we ask in Jesus’ name, 

He will give us WHATSOEVER— 
Whatsoever we may claim. 
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Can we ask the great Jehovah 
To forgive what we have done? 
Yes, the promise : WHOSOEVER— 
“Whosoever will, may come.” 


If we feel our need of Jesus, 
We may look to him and live! 
And the blessed word assures us, - 
All our sins he will forgive. 


Come, poor sinner, do not tarry 
By the way—O seek the Lord! 

Christ will.all your burdens carry, 
"Tis the promise in the word. 


In the valley and the shadow, 

Christ, our light, will lead the way— 
Lead us through the vale of terror, 

To the everlasting day ! 


Glory, glory to the Father! 
Glory, glory to the Son! 
Glory to the Holy Spirit ! 
Father, let. “THY KINGDOM COME.” 


AMEN! © 
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